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Who taught me as a child the great 
truths of the Gospel, by story and pre' 
cept and, more especially, by her Godly 
life and practice of a living faith
■
FOREWORD
Book reviews are interesting reading for the 
author of the book and may be received with many 
different attitudes of mind. They can be casually 
glanced over and thrown into the waste basket. They 
can be resented if they contain adverse criticism. 
They can be objected to as being unfair and unap­
preciative. They can be—and should be—studied 
with a view to producing better books, more helpful 
to the reader and more adequately filling a recog­
nized need.
The author of this book has taken the latter 
attitude and has gained insight and wisdom through 
the reading of such reviews as have considered his 
previous books. The present one is his endeavor to 
profit bv the mistakes as revealed by his critics and 
to improve upon the attempts of yesterday. It is sent 
forth with the hope and prayer that it may be of real 
value to teachers and parents of boys and girls in 
presenting the vital truths of the Gospel to these 
young people. It is hoped that many of the boys and 
girls themselves will honor the book by reading its 
pages. It has been a labor of love, because there is 
no finer audience than the children of our churches 
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If there be any virtue, and if there be any 
praise, think on these things.-—Philippians 4:8.
The other day we went to visit some friends 
who live on a farm. It is always fun to go to the 
farm and we like to go. Our little cocker spaniel, 
Boots, likes it too. He scampers around at a great 
rate, hunting for pheasants, squirrels, field mice, and 
even grasshoppers, and he enjoys himself immensely. 
This trip last week was not as pleasant for me, how­
ever, as I had expected it to be. We had hoped to 
buy some chickens, which we did, and also some 
apples, peaches or grapes. When we inquired about 
fruit, the farmer’s wife said: “We have some grapes, 
but they are pretty badly hedged about with weeds. 
They are in the old orchard. If you wish to pick 
them yourself, you may have as many as you like.”
We looked at the grapes hanging on the vines 
which had climbed the trees in the apple orchard. 
There were just bushels of grapes waiting to be gath­
ered. I got a basket and climbed over the fence and 
landed in weeds as high as my shoulder. They were 
not just common weeds, either. They were burdock 
and cocklebur weeds and I soon found I was in a 
mess. I was wearing a sweater—which is exactly the 
kind of material burs like to stick to, and in no time
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at all, while I was picking the grapes, I became so 
covered with burs, I must have looked like a bear. 
I stuck to my job and filled my basket with grapes, 
but I think my sweater is ruined, for even though 
I succeeded in getting all the burs off, the yarn is 
frayed and broken where the burs clung so tightly.
Now, lest I give the wrong impression about 
my friend, the farmer, let me say right here that 
Mr. Walker is not the kind of careless farmer who 
allows weeds to grow in his orchard. For more than 
two years my friend has been a very sick man, an 
invalid who has been confined to his bed. His wife 
has had all the farm work to care for. They have a 
man to help with the work, but with Mr. Walker 
ill and unable to oversee the farm and give directions, 
many things are overlooked and left undone. This 
accounts for the weeds, which should never be found 
in an orchard, or anywhere else, for that matter, on 
a well-kept farm.
While I was removing cockleburs from my 
sweater, I did a bit of thinking about cockleburs and 
burs in general. Cockleburs are bad enough, but I 
thought of some other kinds of burs that are much 
worse. For instance, there are “thought burs” that 
carry bad words and ideas and attach themselves to 
the mind instead of to sweaters. There are also “be­
havior burs” that cling to one’s character.
There are some boys and girls who have the 
bad habit of saying the kind of words that thoughtful 
people never use. They are just plain bad, and often 




would never use such words, but right there is where 
the bur-nature of these words shows itself. I have 
known some city boys—who knew nothing about 
country fields and cockleburs—brag that they could 
go through a field of burs so fast none would stick 
on them. That is a foolish boast for it could not 
possibly be done. Burs are no respecter of persons 
and they will attach themselves to anything or any­
body coming near enough to touch them. The same 
thing is true of “thought burs” and “bad habit burs.” 
When we associate with boys and girls who carelessly 
use words that are bad and thoughtlessly do things 
they should not do, these bad words and habits have 
a way of clinging to us too. Without realizing it, 
we will be saying or doing the same we have heard 
and seen in others.
There is only one way to keep free of cockle­
burs either of the thought and habit type or of the 
common field type: stay as far away from them as pos­
sible. That is the “do not” side. There is also a “do” 
side: think the right kind of thoughts, associate with 
the best kind of people, and fill up your life with good 
things.
I know of no better rule than the one found 
in Philippians 4:8. Paul says, “Finally, brethren, what­
soever things are true, whatsoever things are honor- 
able, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things 
are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, whatsoever 
things are of good report; if there be any virtue, and 
if there be any praise, think on these things.”
There are quite a few “whatsoevers” in that
THE BOASTING BEAR
Not to think of himself more highly 
than he ought to think.—Romans 12:3.
Billy was a bear, he was a black bear, and a very 
self-important one at that. He lived down in a valley 
where, small though he was, he was the largest bear in 
the neighborhood. Being small, yet the largest bear 
around, he became very proud of himself. He would 
stand up on his hind legs and growl his fiercest growl 
and all the squirrels would run up into the trees, the 
rabbits would run for the brier bushes and the gophers 
would dart into their holes in the ground. This would 
make him swell up with pride and then he would puff
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good advice. There are many, many beautiful things 
everywhere we go and wherever we look too, if we 
search for them instead of for the ugly things. We 
can always find a mudhole if we want to, but all 
around us there are also beautiful flowers and inter­
esting birds, and above is a blue sky. We can see 
these lovely things if we care to.
A fine way to sit by a window on a rainy day; 
to take a walk on a sunshiny day; or to live happily 
any day, is to look always for the things that are 
beautiful, the things that are good, and the things 




The Boasting Bear 
out his chest, strut around in a circle, and roar 
growl at the top of his voice.
One day Billy stood gazing at the mountain that 
rose high above his valley and began wondering what 
was on top of the mountain. He had not wondered 
about it very long until he decided to climb the moun­
tain and see for himself. Of course, he could have 
asked his neighbor, the fox, who was well acquainted 
for miles around, but he felt it was beneath his station 
in life to ask a favor of a fox. So up the mountain he 
started, and up the mountain he went. Finally he ar­
rived at the very top and for a while he delighted him­
self looking down into the valley and far away to the 
hills beyond. As he was enjoying the scenery, a wary 
chipmunk chanced that way, and Billy immediately 
stood up on his hind legs and growled his roughest 
growl and frightened the poor little chipmunk nearly 
out of his furry coat.
When the chipmunk had darted into a hole in a 
tree near by, Billy started strutting around to see if 
he could find more small animals to frighten with his 
terrible growl. Suddenly he stopped short as if he had 
bumped into a stone wall. He stood looking at a tree 
spattered with mud. For all the world he looked like 
a man reading a notice posted on a bulletin board. Yes, 
that is really what he was doing, for bears have their 
way of posting notices just as men do. Bears like to 
let other bears know how big and strong they are and 
they write their story on trees with mud. A bear will 
wallow in a mudhole and then go up to a tree and rub 
his back against the bark. Another bear coming along
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can stand up by the tree and see whether he is as tall 
or taller than the first bear. If he is not so large, he 
will probably try to avoid meeting the larger bear. If 
he is larger, he may try to find that other bear and 
“teach him a thinsj or two.”
The message Billy was staring at was made by 
Ivan Silvertips, a great grizzly bear weighing more than 
a thousand pounds who looked like a giant when he 
stood up on his hind legs. He was known all around 
as “Ivan the Terrible,” king of the mountain. Billy’s 
first thought was to run when he saw the mud splatter 
high above his head, but his haughtiness got the best 
of him and he said to himself: “That fellow may be 
bisrser than I am, but I am smarter than he is. I’ll show 
him a new trick.”
With that, Billy looked all around until he found 
a rotten stump he could knock over and roll around. 
He pulled and shoved it until he had it right up against 
the tree where Ivan Silvertips had left his mark. Then, 
going to a near-by mud puddle, Billy splattered around 
until he was covered with mud. He came back to the 
tree, climbed up on top of the old stump and rubbed 
the mud off his back onto the tree up at least a foot 
above the great grizzly’s mark. Having played this 
trick, he quickly jumped off the stump and knocked it 
away from the tree to cover his secret and stood look­
ing with satisfaction at the job he had done. A terrible 
growl brought him up with a start. Ivan the Terrible 
was coming through the woods. With a frightened 
scamper that reminded one of the squirrels and gophers 
Billy had lorded it over in the valley, Billy made for a
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huge rock and crouched down behind it, trying to 
make himself as small as he possibly could.
The great grizzly came grunting and growling 
over to his sign tree to see if any other bears had left a 
note for him. Immediately he saw Billy’s mud splatters 
and stood on his hind legs to get a better view of them. 
He sniffed all around. Yes, it was a bear that had made 
the marks. It must have been a huge bear, too, for the 
mud reached a foot above his own mark. Well, that 
meant a fisdit and a tough one, but Ivan was not a 
bear to run when trouble appeared. He looked around 
for paw marks to see which way the other bear had 
gone. Though Billy’s paw prints were far apart be­
cause of his fast get-away, Ivan easily followed them 
and approached the boulder that hid poor Billy from 
his view.
Billy, peeping around the edge of his rock hide­
away, was desperate. He wanted to lie quietly, hop­
ing the big bear would pass him by and go on his way, 
but he was too frightened to lie still or even to think. 
Suddenly he jumped from the shelter of the rock and 
ran as fast as his chubby legs would carry him to the 
brow of the hill. There he saw a sapling, too small for 
a big bear to climb, but easy for a bear his size. Up 
the tree he clambered and the poor tree bent far over 
the cliff as his weight bore it down. So frightened was 
Billy that his trembling caused the tree to shed its 
leaves like trees do in the fall of the year.
Ivan Silvertips came on with dignity but with 
determination. In scorn he looked at the little bear 
clinging to the tree top. He would not deign to climb
WHAT A HIT!
Every man that striveth in the garnet exerciseth 
eelf-control in all things— I Corinthians 9:25.
Friday, October 3, 1947, is a day which baseball 
fans will never forget. That day the Brooklyn Dodg­
ers won the fourth game of the World Series, tying 
the score at two games each for the Dodgers and the 
Yankees and they won with only one hit in the entire 
game.
The newspapers came out with big headlines 
that evening: DODGERS WIN, 3-2, COOKIE THE 
BUM, KING FOR A DAY. The hero of the day
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up after such a scrawny cub. He would teach him a 
lesson in another way and teach it so thoroughly that 
bear would never play a trick on the King of the 
mountain again. The grizzly took the sapling in his 
great claws and, with one terrible jerk, shook poor 
Billy out of the tree and sent him rolling down, down 
the hill toward the valley from whence he had come. 
It was a funny sight to behold and no wonder the old 
grizzly rolled over and over as he nearly choked with 
laughter. Finally he sat up and mused over the situa­
tion. With the wisdom of his many years as King of 
the mountain, he said to himself (for there was not 
even a chickadee around to hear his words), “The 
higher a boaster climbs, the harder he falls, and the 
farther he rolls.”
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was Harty Lavagetto, better known as Cookie. The 
game was practically over when he got his hit. In fact, 
many of the Yankee players were already in their 
dressing-room, thinking they had won the game, for 
in the ninth inning the score was: Yankees 2, Dodgers 
1. Already two Dodger players were out and it 
looked as if it would be one more up and out and the 
game would be another Yankee victory. Eddie Stanley 
was next up at bat and the manager sent in Cookie 
Lavagetto to pinch-hit for him—and he surely did 
pinch-hit! On the second pitch he batted the ball 
against the right field wall and the two men who were 
on bases came in, the first one, Al Gionfriddo, tying 
the score at 2-2 and the other one, Eddie Miksis, mak­
ing the winning run, changing the score to: Dodgers 3, 
Yankees 2.
It was a most unusual game. Yes, it was said 
to be the “daffiest ball game in world scries history.” 
The amazing thing is that the game was won with only 
one hit. You see ten men had walked and two of these 
had stolen bases and scored. Then Cookie came along 
and brought in the two men then on bases in the very 
last try of the last inning of the game.
Spectators who were there in Ebbets Field that 
day (and there were 34,000 of them in the stands), 
said people went wild. They shouted, whistled, 
stamped their feet, threw up their hats in the air, 
pounded on each other, and simply “blew up” in their 
excitement. Cookie, the hero, was kissed and clapped 
on the back and carried on the shoulders of Ralph 
Branca, who bounced him up and down while his
It was one manBut Cookie did not give up.
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team mates danced around him in their joy. The first 
thing Cookie did was to call his wife over long dis­
tance telephone, for she was in California with their 
new baby, Harry Michael Lavagctto, Jr. Everyone 
was happy but the Yankees who had lost the game in 
the last minute of play, and I guess even they were 
excited and I know they were greatly surprised.
No one expected such a miracle to happen, not 
even the Dodgers, or Cookie himself. How did it 
come about? I think our text gives us a suggestion. 
The Apostle Paul was not an athlete, but he had 
watched young men playing games in Roman stadiums 
and he knew this, that every athlete, to be a winner, 
must have self-control. That is what he says in his 
letter to the Corinthians: “Every man that striveth in 
the games exerciseth self-control in all things.” In the 
first place, that means keeping training rules. It also 
means control of one’s feelings and, as in the case of 
Cookie, staying right on the job doing one’s level best 
even when it seems that the game is just the same as 
over and the other team has won.
Cookie had everything against him that day in 
Ebbets Field. Not a single man on his team had been 
able to get a hit in the whole game. Those thousands 
of people in the stadium expected him to fan out. In 
fact, hundreds of people had already left the stands 
and many more were leaving their seats. He was just 
standing up there because one more man was supposed 
to make a try at least, though it was considered use- j 
less!
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against the world, for no one expected him to do any­
thing but strike out. But he had that priceless some­
thing: self-control. He had control over his feelings: 
he wasn’t angry and he wasn’t discouraged. He was 
just determined to keep on doing his best. He had 
control over his muscles: his legs, arms and body 
worked perfectly as he swung at the pitched ball. He 
had control of his eyes as he watched that pitch, and 
control of his timing as he struck the ball. Yes, a 
ball player needs control every minute of the game 
and Cookie proved that he had self-control.
Cookie must have said to himself: “Even if it 
does look as if it’s no use, I’m going to try as hard to 
hit one of these balls as any ball player ever did in 
any game. I’m not going to think about the time. I 
know there arc only two or three minutes left to play, 
but it takes but one second to hit a ball, and I am go- 
ing to slam that ball clear over the fence if I possibly 
can.” Yes, he was determined to give the best he had 
and the best he had that day was good enough to win 
a world series game.
Self-control is a wonderful trait to have in a 
ball game, but it is just as important in everything we 
do, every day of the year. We need to control our 
tempers. We need to control our thoughts and our 
speech and our actions. The rules of the games we 
play must be kept if we are to stay in the game, and 
the rules of life are even more strict. We may not 
expect to make a smashing hit like Cookie’s, and we 
may never be hailed as a hero, even for a day, but if 
we are to succeed in our work day after day and ac-
And this conmtandment have we froin him, that be 
who lovetb God love bis brother also.—I John 4:21.
PUTTING THE B IN 
BROTHERHOOD
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complish something worth while in life, we must learn 
and practice SELF-CONTROL.
The bee is a wonderful little creature, men 
have been interested in learning about it from ancient 
times to the present. Everyone knows it carries nectar 
from the flowers and stores it in its hive and that thou­
sands of bees work together like busy nien in a sfreat 
factory producing their delicious honey. Every one 
knows that bees sting, too, and many of us have 
learned that lesson at first hand! We also know that 
bees fly in a straight line from the flowers to their 
hives and that there are both drones and workers. We 
have also heard of the queen bee and her attendants.
I heard a college professor the other day make 
a statement about bees that was new to me. He said 
bees are so important to our lives that if all the bees in 
the country were destroyed, all of us would soon be 
at the point of starvation. He explained this by re­
minding us that bees, as they gather their nectar, 
trample around over the blossoms and flowers and 
carry the pollen from one blossom to another. This 
“cross pollination” is so important that if the pollen 
is not carried from flower to flower the blooms do not 
produce fruit. Some years ago we had an early spring
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and everyone said we would surely have lots of cher­
ries and peaches, for the blossoms were not touched by 
frost. Strange as it may seem, however, we had very 
few cherries and peaches, for the blossoms just dried 
up, the petals dropped off, and only leaves were left 
on the fruit trees. When the farmers asked the college 
professors why they had no fruit (since the many 
blossoms caused them to think they would have a 
“bumper” crop), the professors told them the whole 
trouble was with the bees. Yes, the bees had not done 
their work for some reason or other. Instead of being 
on the job, flying from flower to flower, they had re­
mained in their hives all that week and come out into 
the sunshine too late to pollinate the flowers.
When I heard that story, I began to think how 
all of us can be doing two or three things at the same 
time, even when we are not aware of it. You see, 
these bees were probably just thinking of gathering 
their honey and did not remember, or realize, that the 
farmers, and all the people who like cherry pie and 
peach cobbler were depending on them to do their 
work with the blossoms so the fruit could grow. They 
did only one job that year, for they got plenty of 
honey, but they were too late to help the farmers and 
fruit growers.
Today we are hearing a lot of talk about peace 
and brotherhood, and also a great deal of talk about 
trouble and possible war. I believe that if all of us 
began to realize that every day as we go about our 
work at school, or at home, or in the office or shop 
we could also be making friends and scattering good 
cheer, we would actually aid the cause of Peace. Our
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particular job may be getting our lessons at school, 
or cleaning the room or cooking the supper at home, 
or keeping the records at the office, or operating the 
machine at the shop. But, at the very same time—if 
we thought about it and were trying hard enough— 
we could put the B in Brotherhood. Yes, that is just 
what each of us could be doing. Every dav and all 
day long we are meeting people as we go about our 
regular work or play, and every time we meet other 
people we could be meeting them in such a way as to 
help brotherhood to grow, instead of wither away. 
We could “pollinate” friendliness and help build 
neighborliness and good will.
When you begin to think about this, you think 
of more and more ways of putting the B in Brother­
hood, and more and more people you could reach. 
Just yesterday a Junior High girl, who is a good friend 
of mine, received a letter from a boy in Germany. 
He was thanking her for a coat. You probably are 
wondering who the boy was and why he was thanking 
a girl in America for a coat. It is very easy to explain. 
Our church was sending clothing to families in Ger­
many and we had packed the boxes several weeks ago. 
We had secured the names of needy families from the 
World Sendee Committee and we knew the number 
of children in each family and their ages. Patty was 
helping pack the boxes and pinned her name and ad­
dress to a coat. The boy who received the coat was 
delighted with it. He is a very poor boy, who had no 
coat and very little clothing at all. He wrote back in 
English, for he said he was studying English in a 
Latvian school in the British Zone in Germany.
BUSHY-TAILED BUSYNESS
l must work the works of bint that sent me, while it is 
day: the night cometh, when no man can work.—John 9:4
Squirrels are busy little animals, even a pic­
ture of a squirrel seems to be alive. A squirrel is al­
ways on the move. His tail is always jerking, his eyes
Our diplomats today are working on the big 
job of building peace between the nations of the earth, 
but I believe that the most important job of all is the 
buildinq of Brotherhood among the peoples of the 
earth. Each one of us has an important place in that 
work, for each of us, as we go about our daily chores, 
can also be putting a big B in Brotherhood.
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So Patty put a B in Brotherhood clear across 
the ocean. By her thoughtfulness and kindness she be­
friended a boy she had never seen, over in another part 
of the world. Can you imagine what our world would 
be like if hundreds of thousands of boys and girls 
would do as Patty did? W hat if every Christian fam­
ily in America would “adopt” a displaced family in 
Europe? There would be a great swarm of B’s making 
Brotherhood between America and Europe real.
John, in his letter which we know as First 
John, says that our Christianity must show itself in our 
thoughtfulness and kind acts toward others and that 
if we really love God we will surely love our brother 
also.
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are sparkling, and his whole body is constantly pulsing 
with life.
I saw a squirrel the other day running along 
the telephone cable. He was balancing himself like a 
tight-rope walker. Once he slipped and nearly fell!, 
but he was quick enough to catch himself and scamper 
back on top of the cable, and on he went. He lives 
with his mate in a nest of leaves high up in a maple 
tree just outside our back-yard gate. When I saw him 
going along the cable, I thought he was probably look­
ing for food, so I slipped out in the yard and piled 
some hickory nuts on the walk. I clucked to him to 
call his attention to the nuts, but that was unneces­
sary, for his keen little eyes were watching even' 
move I made. I went quickly -into the house and 
peeped out the window to see what he would do. 
Can you guess? No, he did not eat any of the nuts. I 
suppose he knew where he could find some peanuts 
or other soft-shelled nuts and did not care to bother 
with the hard-shelled hickory nuts just at the present 
So this is what he did. He took one nut, ran over into 
the center of the lawn, dug like mad with his link 
forepaws, placed the nut (which he had been holding 
in his teeth) down in the hole he had dug, and then 
patted the dirt over it so smoothly you could scarcely 
find where he had hidden the nut. Then he ran back, 
got another nut, scampered to another spot in the 
yard, and dug another hole and hid the nut there. 
He did that with every nut I had put out for him.
Now what do you think that squirrel had in 
mind when he buried the nuts? Was he planting
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hickory trees so he would have plenty of hickory nuts 
in the years to come? Was he hiding them so another 
squirrel could not find them? No, he was storing 
them away for winter. Do you know a squirrel can 
hide nuts all over the place and then remember just 
where he hid each one of them, and can go and get 
them whenever he needs a meal? Yes, squirrels seem 
to have a wonderful memory—or, at least, an unusual 
instinct, which enables them to find all the hiding 
places many weeks or months afterward; and they can 
even locate the nuts when the snow is piled deep on 
the ground.
Squirrels are a lot of fun and most people have 
opportunity to see them, for they are found all over 
the world except in Australia. We find them in most 
of our city parks throughout the United States. There 
are between seventy and eighty different kinds or 
species. The most common varieties are the black, 
gray, and red squirrels; also the fox and the ground 
squirrels. There are also white squirrels, though they 
are rare.
Did you ever see a flying squirrel? Flying 
squirrels are about the cutest little creatures in the 
whole animal kingdom. Of course they do not have 
wings. The skin between their front and hind legs 
stretches out like a parachute when they spread their 
legs, and they can “plane” or glide from a high limb 
of a tree through the air to another tree some distance 
away. I once knew a man who found a nest of flying 
squirrels and built a little box on the running board of 
his automobile and carried these squirrels with him
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wherever he went. When he parked his car the boys 
and girls were always crowding around to see the 
squirrels and he was always pleased to show off his 
pets.
One of the most noticeable traits about squir­
rels is their busyness. They always seem to be at 
work, making a nest of leaves, or cutting the shell of a 
nut, or digging in the ground, or carrying nuts to 
store for winter use. They remind us of a Bible text: 
“I must work the works of him that sent me, while it 
is day: the night cometh, when no man can work.” 
Yes, squirrels work as though they were in a hurrv. 
The night is coming or the winter is coming and they 
must get their work done before it is too late.
Of course the work of squirrels is not so im­
portant though it does seem important to them. There 
are many amusing stories about squirrels. I heard of 
one that lived in Lincoln Park in Chicago. . He had a 
peculiar habit, or else he made a bad mistake and 
played a trick on himself. His name was Oswald. 
That is what people called him, and he was quite a pet 
with folks who strolled in the park. He had the habit 
of visiting the golf links early in the morning and, 
believe it or not, one day when the caretaker of the 
park peeped into his nest, he found— not hickory nuts 
or walnuts, or even acorns; he found thirty-two golf 
balls! Poor Oswald must have had a hard winter try­
ing to eat those golf balls!
But let us get back to the text, for it is an im­
portant one to think about and also to do something 
about. Jesus was talking to his disciples when he said:
fl
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They that wait for Jehovah shall 
renew their strength— Isaiah 40:31.
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“I must work.” There was so much to do and so little 
time in which to do it. Jesus was always busy, and 
when people would ask him to stay over and rest for 
a day or two, he would always explain to them there 
was so much to be done he must hurry on to the next 
town or village.
That work of Jesus still needs to be done: the 
work of telling others about his love and his plan for 
their lives. He wants every friend of his to help in 
this work. He needs each of us, for his plan is for each 
to tell others, until everyone, everywhere in the world, 
knows the wonderful story. So let’s get busy and do 
our part well, and let us start right now, for “the night 
cometh, when no man can work.”
The Queen Elizabeth is the greatest ship afloat. 
She is called by many names: “Queen of the Seas,” 
“Pride of the British Merchant Fleet,” “Floating 
City,” etc. All of these names are justified, for the 
Queen is a wonderful ship.
This great ship is one-fifth of a mile in length. 
That is the distance of five city blocks. Measured 
from keel to masthead, she is as high as the Michigan 
state capitol building up to the top of the main part 
of the dome. The Queen has fourteen decks, includ-
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ing a great game or sports deck 565 feet long. There 
' are also two tile swimming pools and two gymnasiums.
Yes, it is like going into a small city to board this ship. 
There are shops and stores, a large auditorium, and a 
movie theater, and garages for automobiles. There are 
accommodations for 2,260 passengers, besides the 
1,290 officers and men of the crew. That totals 3,550 
people, and that is quite a crowd!
Considering the power represented by such a 
big ship, try to imagine engines that develop 200,000 
horse power to drive the four great propellers, each 
of which weighs thirty-two tons. The four turbo­
generators that supply electric current for the ship are 
able to produce enough electric energy to serve the 
electrical needs of a city of 150,000 people. As you 
know, in any ship or boat, the rudder is, by com­
parison, the smallest part of the craft, for it takes a 
very small rudder to turn a large ship. You get an 
idea of the size of the Queen when you know that the 
rudder weighs 140 tons.
All modern conveniences are included on this 
luxury liner. The ship can be kept on its course auto­
matically by the Sperry gyroscope compass. It is also 
equipped with the latest developments of radar. For 
the use of the passengers there is a ship-to-shore radio 
telephone system by which calls can be made to almost 
any part of the world. Each passenger cabin is equip­
ped with running hot and cold water for bath and 
shower, and with lights, fans, heaters, and many other 
electrical fixtures.
Now, the thing I really started out to tell about
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was an embarrassing experience which the Queen had 
some time ago. On April 14, 1947, to be exact, this 
great ship was coming into the harbor at Southamp­
ton, England, and should have docked within an hour, 
when she ran onto a muddy shoal on Brambles Bank 
and stopped dead in her track. Big as she is and pow­
erful as her engines are, the Queen Elizabeth was help­
less. Yes, with crowds of people lining the banks to 
look at her in her plight, the proud ship stayed right 
there on that mud bank for twenty-six hours, while 
sixteen tugboats pulled and strained with cables to free 
her from the mud. Then it was twenty-four hours 
more before she could go in to dock because of a 
heavy fog in the harbor.
A friend of mine who was in London at the 
time, waiting to take the Queen Elizabeth back to 
America, told me that the London newspapers carried 
front-page reports of the ship, explaining in detail 
what had happened and what was being done to bring 
the ship into port. They also tried to show why such 
an accident happened. It seems that in ordinary times 
the harbor is dredged frequently, so that the channel 
is kept free of sand and mud bars. During the war this 
was impossible and the underwater currents shifted 
the sand around and made a shoal right in the course 
of the big ship.
But the point of the story is that even a ship 
as great as the Queen Elizabeth is helpless if it runs 
aground. And what is true of ships is true of every­
thing else in the world. Everything has its limitations 
and its weak points. Nothing in this world is so big
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or so powerful that it can get along all by itself and 
pay no attention to the rest of the world.
This is especially true of people. Sometimes a 
boy or a girl, or a man or woman, may feel so inde­
pendent that other people are forgotten. Sometimes 
God is forgotten too. But always the time comes 
when that person finds out he is weak indeed all by 
himself. Sooner or later, he will run into something 
he cannot handle. He will find he needs help. He 
needs the help of his friends, but most of all he needs 
help from God. If he is wise he will confess his need 
and ask God to help him. Then he will really be 
strong, for God is always ready to lend a hand when 
we come to him in humility and sincerity.
The prophet Isaiah had something to say about 
this and he put it in an interesting way: “They that 
wait for Jehovah shall renew their strength; they shall 
mount up with wings as eagles; they shall run, and not 
be weary; they shall walk, and not faint.”
Reading that text hastily you might think it 
begins big and ends up little. It speaks of flying with 
wings as eagles, then it refers to running, and it ends 
with walking. If you think about the matter a bit, 
though, you will see it is sometimes harder to walk 
than to run or fly. We “fly” when everything we do 
is succeeding and everyone is applauding our work. 
We feel fine and it is easy to do our work. We say 
we are “walking on air.” The difficult going is when 
our plans do not work out as we want them to and we 
feel we are making a failure. We want to give up and 
quit. Instead of flying or running, we just plod along
THE TWO CUPS OF COMMUNION
My father, if it be possible, let this cup 
pass away from me: nevertheless, not as 
I will, but as thou wilt— Matthew 26:39.
And he took a cup, and gave thanks, and gave to 
them, saying, Drink ye all of it.—Matthew 26:27.
This is communion Sunday, a time of quiet, pray- 
erful, thoughtful worship. The service is a very sim­
ple one, yet it has meaning so deep that none of us 
understands it fully and all our lives long we will be 
finding more and more meaning in it as we take com­
munion from time to time. The reason it is so hard to 
understand and there is so much to such a service as 
this, is that there is much more here than we can see 
with our eyes. All we see is a table, some travs of 
bread, and some little glasses of grape juice. But Christ 
is the unseen guest at our communion table, and our
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at a slow, painful walk. But right then is when we 
most need help, and God will help us if we turn to 
him. He will pick us up when we are down. He will 
set us back on our feet. Lie will enable us to walk.
Isaiah is right: if we want to be truly strong 
we must “wait upon Jehovah.” If we would be wise, 
we will not delay until the time comes when we must 
have help at once or it will be too late. We will learn 
today to fly and run and walk in the Lord’s strength, 
and then we can face every day and every undertaking 
with courage and with faith.
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remembrance of him includes his wonderful life, his 
death, and his gift of forgiveness and salvation for 
each and all of us.
This morning we shall try to understand the 
meaning of the cup of communion. We know, first 
of all, that the cup, with its grape juice, is a symbol, 
or picture, which is intended to help us remember 
Christ’s love and the great gift of himself. In the 
Bible, the word “cup” represents different things in 
the several places where the word is used. For in­
stance, we find the word “cup” in the 23rd Psalm: 
“A'ly cup runneth over.” It is not hard to understand 
what the psalmist means there. He is not talking of a 
cup of milk or cocoa or tea that is so full it is spilling 
over on the table cloth. He means that life is full of 
happiness. God, the Good Shepherd, is so thoughtful 
and so kind to us that our day is filled with good 
things. Sometimes we use an expression very much 
like that. When we are very happy, so happy we can­
not talk without stammering, or even sobbing, we say: 
“I am too full to talk.” We mean, too full of feeling; 
too full of joy. At such times as these, our cups are 
running over.
There is another meaning of the word “cup” 
which Jesus used when talking about the kind of peo­
ple who are pleasing to him and to the Heavenly 
Father. He was talking of the way you and I and all 
Christian people can carry on the work of Jesus by 
our helpful and neighborly acts. He said: “And who­
soever shall give to drink unto one of these little ones 
a cup of cold water only, in the name of a disciple,
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- verily I say unto you he shall in no wise lose his re­
ward.” * The thought is that a cup of water is a very 
little thing to give, yet nothing is more needed when 
one is thirsty, and anyone, even the poorest, can do 
such a service as that. Notice the word “cold.” Jesus 
always used his words so carefully and so wisely that 
every word carried weight. When a person is terri­
bly thirsty, even warm water will quench his thirst, 
but cold water would taste so good he would be very 
thankful indeed for such a delightful, refreshing drink. 
So the Christian not only helps the weary traveler by 
giving him a drink, but he prepares him a cold drink 
of ice water. This is the cup of Christian service.'
Most of us remember another cup, a very bitter 
one, which Jesus prayed about in the garden of Geth­
semane. As he prayed, we are told, great drops of 
blood dropped down from his brow like perspiration. 
He was praying: “My Father, if it be possible, let this 
cup pass away from me: nevertheless, not as I will, but 
as thou wilt.” We know he was not talking of any 
cup in the common sense. He was talking about the 
cup of suffering which he was to endure on the cross. 
But it was not just the suffering of the body. It was 
the inner suffering caused by the sins of men. Jesus 
himself had committed no sin. He was innocent, but 
he took upon himself the guilt of all the sins of all 
men everywhere and then, on the cross, suffered the 
penalty of that whole burden of sin. It was a terrible 
cup and one which Jesus could bear only after the
• Matthew 10:42
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Heavenly Father gave him spiritual strength to en­
dure.
So as we come to the communion table today, 
and take the cup, there are really two cups. I mean 
there are two kinds of cups. There are the cups of 
grape juice which we can see here, and there is the 
unseen cup which Jesus drank by his death on the 
cross. We might say these two cups are bis cup and 
our cup. The cup which Jesus drank by being nailed 
to the cross and dying a terrible death, was our cup. 
It was the cup of our sins. It was the cup with the 
bitter dress of all the evil things in our lives, and the 
evil in the lives of all people everywhere in the whole 
world. Jesus was the only one who could drink that 
awful cup, for he alone could overcome all those sins 
by the great goodness of his own perfect life. He 
alone could “atone” for man’s sin. That word may be 
a new one to you, but it means that Jesus found men 
separated from God because of their sinful lives, and 
then, on the cross, he conquered sin so that men could 
again be at one, or in harmony and fellowship with 
God. So we call the work of Jesus the work of the 
atonement, or the at-one-inent, between man and 
God.
But what of the cup we drink? It is the cup 
of Christ’s love for us. It is Christ’s own cup that we 
drink and it reminds us of him and all that he means 
to us. For instance, it reminds us of his words when 
he said: “I am the way, and the truth, and the life”;1 








Today we have so many wonderful inventions, 
scientific instruments, and machines that it is often 
said we live in the age of miracles. This is really true, 
for all of us perform miracles every day by simply 
pushing an electric light button or turning a radio dial 
or pressing the starter of an automobile. It is difficult 
for us to think of a time when none of these conven­
iences was known, but somewhere back through the 
years inventors discovered the principles that made 
possible the wonder machines of today. These early 
discoveries, when first made, were very simple mat­




And as ye would that men should do to 
you, do ye also to them likewise.—Luke 6:31.
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branches: He that abideth in me, and I in him, the same 
beareth much fruit”; 2 or his promise about prayer: 
“Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; 
knock, and it shall be opened unto you”;3 or his offer 
to be our companion all along the way: “Lo, I am with 
you always, even unto the end of the world.” 4
So, as we take the cup to drink, we remember 
our Christ, and rededicate our lives in deeper loyalty, 
to love him more and serve him better, day by day.
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lead to greater discoveries. Like little trickling streams 
that join with others and go on and on to form great 
rivers, these discoveries made possible the marvels of 
today that “make the world turn faster.”
Although we have no historical record of these 
early beginnings, it is thought that the discovery of 
the use of fire was the first revolutionary experience 
in the life of mankind. Everything was different after 
man found how to handle that mighty servant and 
make it work for him.
Perhaps the first mechanical invention ever to 
be used was rhe lever. A lever is just a pole with a 
block wedged near one end on which the pole rests 
while it is being used to lift a load. That is simple 
enough, but the principle of the lever is the secret of 
the power locked up in some of the mightiest machines 
we have today. The man who first discovered the 
lever started a great train of inventions and discoveries 
because he made such an important beginning.
Another simple discovery that changed man’s 
life, without which our present wonder world would . 
not be possible, was the use of the wheel. No one 
knows what the first wheel looked like. It may have 
been a section cut out of a tree trunk, or it may have 
been a rounded piece of flat rock, but that first use 
of a wheel was the forerunner of a new way of life. 
Always before, men either carried loads on their backs 
or dragged them over the ground on runners in the 
manner of sleds. With the use of the wheel, carriages 
and wagons, trains and motor cars, and all kinds of 
machines and engines were possible.
T
i
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In the field of electricity, two other simple in­
ventions started the ball rolling. The electromagnet 
was the beginning of all electric motors, dynamos, and 
transformers, and the vacuum tube was the beginning 
of all kinds of radio marvels. No matter how com­
plicated an electric motor may be, or how powerful, 
it uses electromagnets; and no matter how modern a 
radio set is, or how large or complicated, it must have 
tubes. The same thinjr is true of television sets and 
recording instruments and all other types of radio 
equipment.
You see, in every case, the thing that started 
important developments in science and invention, and 
in better ways of living, was this discovery of some 
little fact or principle that was basic to all that fol­
lowed. The same is true when we think of better ways 
of living with other people and the building of a more 
peaceful world. One of the great contributions to 
man’s better living was the writing of the Ten Com­
mandments which Moses, at God’s inspiration, gave to 
the people of Israel. These Commandments have 
served not only to guide the Israelites but have be­
come the foundation or basis of laws and rules of con­
duct all around the world.
The greatest contribution ever made to man’s 
progress toward better living was made by Jesus. In 
his Sermon on the Mount, he gave a new way of solv­
ing all problems where people are concerned and a 
new way to look at life itself. He gave us the Golden 
Rule-. “As ye would that men should do to you, do ye 
also to them likewise.” Simply put, it says: treat
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others as you would like to be treated yourself. By 
this rule we are not to try to “get even” with other 
people or to treat them as they treat us; but rather co 
treat them as nicely as we know how, no matter how 
they treat us. Furthermore, we are to keep on being 
nice to them even if they do not thank us for it or 
appreciate what we are doing.
Now, the amazing thing is that people gen­
erally have not seen the great value of this principle 
which Jesus gave us. If they did understand its mean­
ing, surely they would use it everywhere and at all 
times and our whole world would become different- 
It would be like pulling a lever and letting machinery 
work for us instead of having to carry everything on 
our backs. It would be like pushing a button and' 
flooding the room with light when we had only a can­
dle or an oil lamp with a smoking wick. It would be 
like putting our whole world on wheels when it ha’d 
been on runners. If Jesus’ Golden Rule were adopted 
and used by statesmen as well as professional men, 
business men, industrialists, housewives, students, and 
every one in general, all over the world, then there 
would be kindness and love and goodness everywhere. 
There would be no more hatred or war, but peace 
would reign and happiness prevail all over the globe.
Some of the new translations of the New Tes­
tament refer to Jesus as a “pioneer,” and so he was. 
A pioneer is one who blazes trails where people have 
never gone before, and leads them to great discoveries. 
Jesus is a pioneer in a greater sense than any other 
who ever lived. He revealed God to us as our Heav-
CHRISTIANS MAKE THINGS 
DIFFERENT
These that have turned the world upside 




The religion of Jesus begins in a person’s life by 
making him over so that he is different in his thoughts, 
his acts, and his whole life. We call this “conversion,” 
or the new birth. It takes place when we take Christ 
to be our Saviour and Lord, and turn the management 
of our lives over to him. This great change might be 
expressed in many ways: such as turning around and 
going up a road in the opposite direction from that 
in which we are traveling; or changing from a mean, 
selfish, grouch into a kind, friendly, loving person; 
or turning one’s back on all that is bad and looking 
daily for all that is good. When such a great change 
takes place in anyone’s life, then that person begins 
changing everything around him—for the better.
Let me illustrate by a story. When I went to 
my first pastorate, a small town in the mining district 
of West Virginia, one of the great occasions of the 
fall and winter was the basketball game on Friday 
night. We had a basketball team and all the little
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enly Father. He also gave us the secret by which we 
can all live as brothers together in the world. Best of 
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towns up and down the valley had their teams too. 
As is usually the case, each town was proud of its 
team and thought it the best team in the whole coun- 
•w-’
try round about. So whenever a game was played, 
most of the people of the town came to see it—men, 
women, and children. The people of the other town 
whose team was playing ours also came. In fact, the 
old building where the games were played almost 
bulged out, the crowd was so large. Not only did the 
crowd come, but they yelled and clapped and whistled 
and stamped their feet, and that old building must have 
rocked and reeled when the game was going full tilt.
But those games were not all good fun and 
happy noises. In fact, they usually turned out to be just 
the opposite. You see the rivalry was very intense and 
each team was out to win—no matter if they broke 
the rules to do so. The townspeople would stand up 
for their team, regardless of what they did to try to 
win. Of course that was bad sportsmanship, and it 
was just as bad on one side as on the other. The result 
was—just as you might expect—an argument, and then 
a fight. Yes, nearly all the games ended in a big fight. 
First, a couple of the team members on opposite sides 
would take a punch at each other, then their team 
mates would rush in to take up for their fellow play­
ers, and before long two or three men from the crowd 
would wade in and exchange blows, and often the 
police would have to come and make the people go 
home, for fists were flying all over the place and 
women were screaming and children were crying 
and people were getting hurt. It was really terrible
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and both teams and all the others who had any part in 
it should have been too ashamed ever to let it happen 
again, but the same sort of thing would be repeated the 
next Friday night, and the next.
Now, that is just half the story. I wish I could 
take all of you down to that little town next Friday 
night to attend a basketball game. You would find 
something so different from what I have been describ- 
ing that you would think I had brought you to the 
wrong town. You would find, first of all, that the game 
is played in a fine gymnasium, with comfortable rows 
of seats for the fans, a referee whose whistle is always 
heeded and whose decisions are always accepted with­
out an argument, and teams playing a game as true 
sportsmen should. Yes, they would be giving all they 
had and playing until their tongues hung out, but 
if you went there expecting to see a fight you would 
certainly be disappointed, for the teams would shake 
hands after the game, no matter which one won. 
Then everybody would applaud and go home in the 
best of spirits. Yes, a change has taken place in that 
town and in their basketball teams and in the people 
too. They are as different as white from black as you 
contrast them with the old days.
Do you know what made the difference? Some 
fine Christian men, leaders in that community, decided 
that things ought to be changed for the better. They 
visited other towns and cities and learned about the 
Young Men’s Christian Association. They saw in these 
Y.M.C.A. athletic programs that games could be fun 
and be played fairly and cleanly, not just to win, but
46
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for good sport. So these men organized a movement 
to start a Y.M.C.A. in that town and build a fine build­
ing for it. This building and Association were not 
just for the one town, but for all the towns around: 
the towns whose teams played together. For their 
secretary and athletic director they secured men who 
were “remade” men, true Christians; they had a con­
tagious spirit that the boys on the teams caught. It was 
their hope to win every boy for Christ as well as make 
of him a fine basketball player. It was these “remade” 
players who turned the games “upside down” (which 
made them right-side up), and played with good will 
and good sportsmanship and gave the whole town— 
and all the towns up and down the valley—a fine les­
son in wholesome recreation.
One of those boys I used to know in that little 
town, a member of the basketball team, has since be­
come a preacher; another is a fine Christian business 
man, manager of an office; another is a druggist and a 
leader in his community; and so on. I think most of 
those boys are doing something worth while in the 
world because their lives got the right start a long time 
ago through contact with Christian leaders.
I think a good Bible text for this story is found 
in the seventeenth chapter of Acts. Paul and Silas had 
gone to Thessalonica. They went to the synagogue 
there and preached to the people who came to hear 
them. When they told the story of Jesus, his crucifix­
ion and his resurrection, the people wanted to hear 
more and Paul and Silas remained for three weeks, 
preaching the gospel. As usually happens when peo-
MIRACLES
Verily, verily, I say unto you, He that believeth on me, 
the works that I do shall he do also; and greater works than 
these shall he do; because I go unto the Father.—John 14:12.
When we hear any one speak of miracles, we 
think immediately of Jesus and the marvelous things 
which he did for people: healing the sick, opening the 
eyes of the blind, making the crippled to walk, raising 
the dead. People were amazed by the wonderful things 
he did. We often forget, however, that Jesus expects
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pie hear the gospel and accept it, a great change came 
over that entire city. Some of the bad fellows who 
lived there did not like it. They wanted their city to 
remain pagan and wicked, for their lives were evil. 
So they broke into the meeting and dragged out some 
of the men who were listening to Paul, and took them 
to the police, saying: “These that have turned the 
world upside down are come hither also.”
That was a wonderful testimony to the power 
of the gospel. Even wicked people realized that when 
people become Christians their lives are changed and 
they begin changing everything around them for the 
better. Just as it happened in Thessalonica, it hap­
pened in the little town in West Virginia; and it will 
happen in your town and mine as we allow the Spirit 
of God to use us to turn our neighborhood, our school, 
our home “upside” down until it is right-side up and 
as it should be to please our Fleavenly Father.
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us to do miracles too, even greater ones than he did. 
In the upper room that night before his crucifixion, 
Jesus said to his disciples: “He that believeth on me, 
the works that I do shall he do also; and gu-eater works 
than these shall he do; because I cro unto the Father.”
More people have been performing miracles in 
our day than in any other day in the history of the 
world. They happen so often and in so many different 
places that they have become commonplace to us. The 
other day, Dr. Tukey, head of the department of Hor­
ticulture at Michigan State College, told about the 
miracles being done with various kinds of fruits and 
vegetables. For instance, Dr. Tukey said that today it 
is possible to control the growth of plants and cause the 
fruit to appear when you want it. If you live in the 
north where the summer is short and the frost comes 
early in the fall, you can arrange to have your apples, 
peaches and plums ripen early so you can pick them 
before the frost. On the other hand, if your apples 
ripen too early and begin to drop off the trees, or 
perhaps drop off before they are ripe, then you can 
apply a chemical spray and cause the fruit to stay on 
until it is fullgrown and ripe and you are ready to 
pick it.
One of the most unusual thingrs these scientists 
are able to do with fruit and vegetables is to produce 
just the kind people like best. Most of the apples we see 
at the market today are apples which have been “im­
proved.” Of course everyone knows how sour a crab 
apple is. It is very small too. The men who study 
fruit for the purpose of improving it, pick out all the
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good qualities to be found in many different kinds of 
apples, or peaches, and then grow an apple or peach 
with all these good qualities combined in one. Years 
ago they used to do this by taking branches from one 
kind of tree and grafting them onto another tree. To­
day they can operate upon the seed of the apple or 
peach, and so change the variety that will appear in 
the friut. Did you ever see a peach tree in a bottle? 
I have. It was a little sprig of peach tree growing from 
a seed that had been operated upon and was growing 
in some glucose sealed up in a half-ounce bottle.
We could talk for a long time about scientific 
miracles and still not include more than a fraction of 
the wonderful things that are being accomplished week 
bv week in laboratories and experiment stations. All 
miracles arc produced in the same way: by following 
God’s laws. To do unusual things, one must discover 
a new truth about God’s way in nature and then apply 
this knowledge to a problem that needs to be solved.
The most wonderful miracles are not miracles 
with things, but miracles with people. I think that was 
what Jesus had in mind when he said that his disciples, 
and others after them, would do even greater things 
than he had done. This actually happened soon after 
Jesus had left his disciples when his mission on earth 
was finished. These disciples—who had been just as 
selfish as other people—began living in very unselfish 
ways. The scripture says those who had property sold 
it and brought the money to be used to supply the 
needs of people who had no money and no jobs. Each 
Christian, instead of thinking only about himself, was
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thinking about his neighbor and sharing with him day 
by day. In fact, the very name “Christian” is a nick­
name. The pagan people at Antioch saw these follow­
ers of Christ acting in such a helpful, loving way with 
each other, they could not think of anyone to liken 
them to except Christ. So they called them “Christ­
ians." The disciples thought it such an honor to be 
said to be like Christ they were glad to be known by 
that name.
Miracles are happening today. You saw the pic­
ture in our church bulletin of the German family to 
whom we sent presents of clothing a few months ago. 
Germany was our enemy in the War, yet, all over 
America thousands of people arc sending packages of 
food and clothing to German families every week. 
That is acting like Jesus would have us to act; but it 
is very unusual.
Now the greatest miracle that could happen in 
our world, I think, would be for us to learn to love all 
people so well that we would never again have a war. 
This great miracle can happen if only the followers of 
Jesus would really live as he wants us to live: loving 
one another and being friendly neighbors with the 
whole world. This is possible too, for Jesus says he 
will help us perform such a miracle if only we ask him 
and have enough faith.
Every generation of boys and girls, up to the 
present day, has lived in a time of war. May it not be 
that you boys and girls are being called of God to help 
him perform the greatest miracle of all time: Peace 








l beseech you therefore, brethren, by the mercies of God, 
to present your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable 
to God, which is your spiritual service.—Romans 12:1.
Did you ever see any idol money? i do not mean 
idle money—that is, money that is not being used—I 
mean money that is intended to be given to an idol. 
I have some money of that sort and it is hard to believe 
that people actually use such money in worship. This 
money was made in China and is the kind used by the 
Chinese who worship idols. It is made of pasteboard, 
covered with tinfoil, and looks very much like real 
silver money. But all you need to do to detect its 
counterfeit nature is to pick it up or drop it on the 
table. It is very licd-jt in weight and it does not ring 
when it strikes a hard surface.
The use of idol money is really shocking. Of 
course it is wrong to think that idols, made of wood or 
brass or iron, should be bowed down to or worshiped 
in any way as a god. These Chinese idol worshipers 
use the spirit money to deceive the very god they wor­
ship. You see idol money is very cheap. You can buy a 
handful for a quarter or less. But it looks like real 
money. So the idol worshiper thinks the idol will not 
know the difference and give him credit for making a 
big offering when in reality he is giving very little and 
keeping the rest for himself.
It is hard for us to understand how a jperson
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could worship an idol which he himself can fool with 
paper money, but the story of this idol money has a les­
son for us who are Christians. Sometimes we do not 
worship as reverently as we should. Sometimes we do 
not bring all our thoughts, our interest, and our love, 
but just make an outward gesture of being religious. 
Many are guilty of not bringing the whole tithe of our 
earnings into the Lord’s storehouse.
I heard a story of a man who was being baptized 
by a Baptist minister. He was being led down into the 
baptistry. Suddenly he remembered his pocketbook 
and quickly took it out of his pocket and reached over 
to hand it to a friend to hold for him until after his 
baptism. The minister was a wise man and realized 
that right here was a good time to preach an object 
lesson. He took the pocketbook, gave it back to the 
man and said: “Put it back in your pocket. I want to 
baptize that too.” The minister was right, for when 
we come in dedication to God, we should give our- 
selves and all we have to be used to his glory7.
The twelfth chapter of Romans begins with a 
verse that expresses the true Christian dedication. “I 
beseech you therefore, brethren, by the mercies of 
God, to present your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, 
acceptable to God, which is your spiritual service.”
Sometimes when we talk of sacrifices, we think 
of the worship of the Jews in ancient times—and the 
worship of some other peoples as well—consisting of 
the offering of sheep or oxen on a stone altar. The 
animal was killed and the carcass cut up and burned 
- with fire as a sacrifice of worship. How much better
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is our Christian meaning of sacrifice, which, as Paul 
says, means putting our lives on the altar of service and 
then using all our talents and powers to do things 
which God wants to have done in the world.
Of course this includes money too. It includes 
our time, our strength, our influence—everything that 
we have. Money makes it possible for us to “lengthen 
our arms,” or extend our service far beyond where we 
are able to actually serve with our own hands. By ad­
ding our money to the money of others in the church, 
missionaries can be sent to distant parts of the world; 
churches, schools, and hospitals can be built; and the 
Gospel can be preached in many places. The preach­
ing is done not only by the words of the minister in 
rhe pulpit, but by the teacher standing before her class, 
the Christian doctor bending over his sick patient, and 
the rural worker showing the farmer how to grow a 
better crop—all in the name of Christ our Lord.
The sacrifice which helps build the Kingdom 
of Christ cannot be made with counterfeit money or 
half-hearted sendee. No, it is a sacrifice which puts 
self in the background and God, and his cause, in the 
foreground. It is the way of worship of those who 
are trying to be like Christ. It is the way of the made- 
over, or transformed people who follow the doctrine 
of Paul when he says: “Be not fashioned according to 
this world: but be ye transformed by the renewing of 
your mind, that ye may prove what is the good and 
acceptable and perfect will of God.”
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DEAD DUCKS
But the tongue can no man tame; it is a rest­
less evil, it is full of deadly poison.—James 3:8.
Have you heard the ducks and geese quacking and 
honking as they fly south in the fall, or north in the 
springtime? Have you watched them speeding along 
in a V flying wedge in the sky? Have you seen them 
swimming and diving and waddling around in the city 
park?
Ducks are beautiful birds and they make our 
imaginations soar as they fly high overhead. Did you 
know that most of the ducks that fly over our homes 
on their annual trips south and north build their nests 
in the marshes and swamps of Canada? Yes, some of 
them, such as the pintail, green-winged teal and wid­
geon, go as far as northern Alaska; and some of the 
geese, the snow, the white-fronted and the blue geese, 
nest as far north as Greenland.
Some of those that fly south for the winter, fly 
farther than others, for flocks stop all along the route, 
but some so as far as Mexico and Central America, and 
the little blue-winged teal often go to South America.
Do you know these interesting ducks by names? 
The big mallards, with their green heads, are the most 
common. Then there are the red-heads, which really 
have red heads. But not all red-headed ducks are 
known as red-heads, for the canvass-back ducks have 
red heads too and look very much like their brothers
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who are called by the name, red-head. The little black 
and white ducks that fly in great flocks are the blue 
bills or scaup, and the tiny ducks with the puff-ball 
heads are the buffle-head ducks; but they are hard to 
tell from another little black and white duck known 
as the golden-eye. He is called golden-eye simply be­
cause he has an eye that looks like shining gold.
The funniest duck is the spoon bill or shoveler, 
so called because his bill looks like a shovel—and is used 
like one too! The most graceful duck is the pintail, 
with a long tail that comes to a point, like the tail of 
a pheasant. The most beautiful duck is the wood duck. 
It is a small.duck with a crest on its head, and with 
gorgeous colors that cannot be described but must be 
seen to be appreciated. It is lovely to see.
I said ducks make your imagination go soaring. 
Of course they do. When we hear them in the middle 
of the night and know they are flying through the 
darkness with no compass or guide but instinct; when 
we realize they travel thousands of miles under their 
own wing power, speeding as fast as a small airplane, is 
it any wonder the poets have written about them and 
artists have painted them, and musicians have com­
posed songs about them?
But the story I have to tell today is a sad one, 
though it is true. When the Michigan legislators came 
to the state capitol building for their first meeting of 
their spring session, they found dead ducks all along 
the broad walk that leads up to the capitol steps. Yes, 
they really were dead ducks, over a thousand of them.
1
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They were .mallards, teal, red-heads, canvass-back, and 
several lovely white swans.
What did this mean? Simply this: just a few 
weeks before, thousands of ducks had been killed in 
the Detroit River because of poison that had run into 
the river from manufacturing plants along the banks. 
It was said twenty-five thousand ducks were killed in 
this way. Members of the conservation club gathered 
up the dead ducks and brought them to the state capi- 
tol because they knew that the poor dead ducks them­
selves would be more eloquent than any words the 
men could have said asking for a law to keep the river 
free from poison so the ducks would not be killed in 
the future.
Now, I am sure the men in the factories along 
the Detroit River did not intend to kill ducks. They 
were simply busy running their machines and making 
things in their factories, and did not even think of the 
fact that chemicals running from their factories poi­
soned the water of the river and caused the ducks and 
fish to die. I believe they will be glad to install tanks 
to take the poison out of the refuse water and keep it 
from poisoning the river. If they are not willing to do 
that, I believe the law will require that they do it, for 
none of us want to see the ducks and fish killed by 
poison.
That pile of dead ducks was an eye-opener for 
a lot of people. I believe it opened their eyes to other 
things besides poison in water. I believe it caused a lot 
of people to check up and see if they themselves might 
not be poisoning something or somebody without even
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knowing they were doing such a terrible thing. I mean, 
poisoning minds with wrong ideas or poisoning others’ 
reputations by saying untrue things about them. The 
very worst kind of poison is not the kind that hurts 
our bodies, but the kind that hurts our good names.
I think this is what James had in mind when he 
talked about the tongue. He said all kinds of wild 
animals and birds had been tamed, but the tongue had 
not been tamed. Then he suggested how dangerous 
our tongues can be if we use them carelessly. They 
can start fires; they can spread poison; they can hurt 
others badly. Yes, we need to keep those tongues un­
der control and be sure that only kind words are said, 
only true statements are made. We do not want any 
more piles of dead ducks that have been poisoned, and 
certainly we do not want any men and women, boys 
and girls going around crippled or seriously hurt be­
cause of what our tongues have done to them.
James suggests that if we are not able to control 
our tongues, we should put a bridle on them just as 
bridles are put in the mouths of horses. I think he is 
right. With that bridle we will turn our tongues on 
the path of kindness and goodness and we will use our 
tongues to encourage and help others, never to injure 
or destroy.
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GOOD, BETTER, BEST
For what shall a man be profited, if he shall gain the 
whole world, and forfeit his life?— Matthew 16:26.
When i came down to the church office one 
morning, I saw two men standing in front of the 
church bulletin board, evidently talking about the 
church or something announced on the board. I 
walked up to where they were standing and they 
asked me to explain the meaning of the sentence let­
tered on the bulletin board. Like most churches, we 
have the announcement of the sendees placed there 
on Friday, Saturday and Sunday, but the first part of 
the week we have a Bible text or proverb for passers­
by to read and think about. On this particular morn­
ing, the statement on the board said: “The good is 
often the enemy of the best.” These friends of mine 
had read that sentence and were wondering just what 
it meant. One of them said to me: “How can any 
good thing be an enemy? Flow can a good thing be 
hurtful or bad?”
The best kind of statement is the kind that 
causes people to think and to discuss the matter and so 
I was well pleased that these men were so much inter­
ested. This epigram required some thought. It was not 
the sort that “one who runs may read.” There are two 
degrees of attainment referred to here, and a third de­
gree suggested in between. A sort of stairway is im­
agined. On the first step is the good. It is one step up
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from the ordinary. The second step is better, but the 
top step is the best. It is a question of climbing clear 
to the top and not lingering on the first step.
The man who asked me the questions: “How 
can any good thing be an enemy?” was an insurance 
salesman. I asked him how many policies he had sold so 
far that month—and it was only the 15th. He replied in 
terms of money values rather than the number of peo­
ple he had insured. He said: “I have written §10,000 
worth of life insurance.”
Then I asked him if he considered that good, 
and he agreed that it was a pretty good record for half 
a month. That suggested the thought that a salesman 
who had done so well in fifteen days might be tempted 
to “lay off” the rest of the month and take it easy. So 
we could see that in the insurance business the good 
might be the enemy of the best. The best that sales­
man might be able to do for the whole month might 
have been §20,000 or even §30,000, while his good 
record for the first fifteen days could have spoiled such 
accomplishment.
Our discussion reminded me of an insurance 
man in my home town in West Virginia, years ago, 
who was known as the “iMillion-dollar man” because 
he had sold a million dollars’ worth of insurance in a 
year’s time. He certainly kept on the job every day 
and worked early and late to do that well!
What is true of the insurance business is true of 
any business. It is also true of all other endeavors. A 
pretty good success in any line might tempt a person to 
be lazy and let well enough alone. Instead of doing a
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better job and forging on to do his best, the good work 
he has already done—if that becomes the stopping point 
—can certainly ruin his chance of doing his top best.
There are boys and girls in school who think it 
is good enough just to “pass.” If they were willing to 
study harder they could make as good grades as any­
one in the class. The “good enough” attitude is really 
an enemy to them, for it keeps them on a level far 
below their true ability. Everyone should try to do 
the very best of which he is capable with the wonder­
ful talents God has given him and never be satisfied 
with mediocre, half-hearted efforts in any line of 
work.
There is another way of thinking about our 
proverb too. If we think of being honest and truthful 
and of good character as being good—which is cer­
tainly the case—we might think of being a good neigh­
bor and a helpful friend as being still better. How­
ever, a person might be honest and truthful and still 
be selfish, interested only in himself and his own fam­
ily. So an unselfish person who tries to help other 
people would be better than a selfish person, though 
both were honest and respectable. But there is still a 
higher level, and that is to be a genuine Christian. Be­
ing a Christian is best of all. Sometimes we find men 
who are satisfied just to be honest. They do not steal 
or cheat and they commit no crime, so they stay out 
of jail. That is good as far as it goes, but it does not 
go far enough. Such a life could be a very empty one 
and a very useless one if the end was simply to keep 
out of jail, or out of trouble. The best kind of person
THE WATCH THAT WAS ASHAMED
Apart from me ye can do nothing—John 15:5.
Last night when i went to bed, i had a story to 
tell you boys and girls, but this morning I have 
changed my mind and decided not to tell that story. 
It is all because of something that happened at our 
house this morning. I simply had to change my plans 
after that.
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is one who is so radiant a Christian that he is good as 
a matter of course and is always reminding others of 
Christ by the way he lives. Jesus said: “Even so let 
your light shine before men; that they may see your 
good works, and glorify your Father who is in heaven.” 
The Psalmist said: “Wisdom is better than ru­
bies.” Yes, it is fine to get an education and it is 
splendid to be able to use the education you get in 
making good judgments and wise decisions. It is also 
good to learn a profession or a trade and to be able 
to make a living. But there is something still better. 
Jesus said: “What does it profit a man, to gain the 
whole world and forfeit his life? For what can a man 
give in return for his life?” (Revised Am. Stand.). 
Yes, the best is finding God and learning to do His 
will. That is life’s goal and we should never allow 
even the good things of life to hinder us from attain­
ing the highest and best.
62 The Watch That Was Ashamed
This is the way it was, as I remember it. I was 
dressing and I heard a small voice say: “I am going to 
church this morning, and I want to say something.”
I looked around the room to see who was 
speaking and saw only the cat. The cat very seldom 
says anything, so I was puzzled. My wife was down in 
the kitchen preparing breakfast, so I knew she could 
not have spoken the words I heard. Then I looked at 
my watch to see the time and it all became clear to 
me. That watch had something to say!
“All right,” I said to the watch, “so you are 
going to church this morning. But what is this about 
speaking in meeting? What would you have to say, 
and why?”
“I am ashamed of myself,” said the watch. “I 
can’t do anything without you and Mr. Cardy.”
I looked that watch straight in the face to see 
if I had caught the right words. They did not seem 
to make sense to me: “I am ashamed of myself. I can’t 
do anything without you and Mr. Cardy.” I remarked 
that such a statement sounded foolish to me, especially 
to be spoken at church. But to all my questions the 
watch only repeated the same baffling words: “I am 
ashamed of myself. I can’t do anything without you 
and Mr. Cardy.”
Then I began doing some thinking. It must 
have been six years ago that Mr. Russell Cardy, the 
jeweler, gave me that watch. When he presented it to 
me as a gift, he remarked that it was an unusual watch. 
It is a Croton “Automatic.” It will not break if 
dropped. It will not be injured by soaking in water.
The Watch That Was Ashamed 63 
It does not become magnetized as other watches do if 
worn near an electric generator. Furthermore, it does 
not need winding. In fact, it has no stem for winding. 
It certainly is an unusual watch. It is one of the new­
est kinds of watches, and a very practical and useful 
one too.
As I thought of what the watch had said about 
being ashamed, it gradually occurred to me what must 
have happened. You see, I am very proud of that 
watch and have shown it to my friends and talked 
about it a great deal. In fact, my bragging about the 
watch in the watch’s presence must have caused the 
little fellow to become very vain and “stuck up.” Mr. 
Cardy had told me when he presented the watch to 
me that it was wound by the motion of the wrist and 
would keep running as long as it was worn, but he 
said it should be brought to the shop about once a year 
for cleaning and oiling. I enjoyed the watch so much, 
however, and it kept such good time, I forgot about 
taking it to the jewelry shop, until one day, about two 
weeks ago, when it just stopped running. Then I knew 
it needed attention so I took it back to the jewelry 
shop.
I can imagine what happened there at the shop. 
That watch of mine had become so self-important I 
am sure he would not allow himself to be hung up 
with other watches. In fact, he thought himself finer 
than gold watches studed with diamonds, though he is 
made of ordinary stainless steel. If he had been on the 
watch rack, I am sure he would not have said as much
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as “Good morning” to the other watches. He was 
really conceited and proud.
Of course, Mr. Cardy would have noticed his 
bad behavior and then something like the following 
must have happened. Mr. Cardy took that little watch 
apart—literally—and told him a few things for his own 
good.
“Look here, fellow,” I can hear Mr. Cardy 
saying, “what has gotten wrong with you, anyway? 
When I gave you to the preacher I expected you to 
act like a gentleman. Now, when you come back 
home for a few days you think yourself so important 
you snub the other watches—your own brothers and 
sisters. You aren’t so smart as you think. You don’t 
amount to very much, either. Of course, you are 
‘indestructible’ and ‘safe under water’ and all that, but 
you cannot do a thing by yourself. You stopped run­
ning, didn’t you? Well, you won’t run again until 
I get you cleaned and oiled. Furthermore, you never 
will run again if I leave you here on the table. You 
must be on someone’s wrist to run. You need an 
owner and you need a jeweler to keep you going. So 
you might as well get down off your high horse and 
learn a little humility.
“You remind me,” Mr. Cardy continued, “of 
human beings. Men and women, boys and girls some­
times think they are important and independent. But 
no one can live by himself. God gives all of us our 
lives and all we need every day. No one can get along 
without Him, even if we do forget to thank Him as 
we should. One day Jesus told His disciples: ‘I am the
1
CHRISTMAS IN SIX LANGUAGES
For God so loved the world, that he gave his only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on hint 
should not perish, but have eternal life.—John 3:16.
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vine, ye are the branches.’ Then he explained that just 
as branches cannot produce any leaves or bear any 
fruit unless they are part of the tree or vine, so people 
cannot be of any usefulness unless they stay close to 
Christ. He is the source of all goodness and strength. 
Now, I hope you have learned your lesson and will go 
back to the preacher ready to behave yourself and live 
a useful life.”
So the little watch came back home and made 
his confession. He is ashamed and truly repentant. 
He has always been dependable. From now on, I know 
he will really make the most of his time, because he 
has become humble. He realizes his need of others and 
of God, who is the source of all strength and every­
thing that is good.
Uncle cliff was a favorite of the whole family. 
He was the youngest of father’s brothers and was so 
jolly and full of fun. He did not have a family of his 
own, so he seemed to belong to all the families of the 
other brothers. He had been so many places and had 
so many interesting stories to tell, and could suggest 
so many things to do, it was always a great occasion 
when Uncle Cliff dropped in.
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“we will begin
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Uncle Cliff never gave notice of his coming. 
He just “showed up” at the most unexpected time, but 
he was always welcome. Imagine how fortunate Ron­
nie and Barbara considered themselves to be when 
their favorite uncle dropped in to spend the holidays 
with their family. His coming insured a lively time 
every minute of vacation and they were too happy 
for words.
Although people who knew him were always 
being surprised by the things Uncle Cliff said and did, 
they never were willing just to settle down and say: 
“That’s just what you would expect him to be doing.’’ 
No, they never really knew what to expect, so they 
were always eager listeners and always kept both eyes 
wide open when he was around. They had both ears 
open too that first night as they sat around the fire 
and listened to the latest adventure stories that told of 
a long trip in the southwest. Without finishing the 
tale of his travels (Uncle Cliff always told “continued 
stories”), he suddenly turned to the children and said: 
“Christmas is a wonderful story in any language, and 
it is interesting, no matter how many times you hear 
it. I think we ought to tell the story tonight in at least 
six different languages. Will you youngsters help me 
do some translating?”
Now Ronnie and Barbara couldn’t imagine how 
they could help translate into a foreign language, for 
they knew only English and did not know that very 
well, but they said: “Sure, Uncle Cliff,” for they knew 
it would be fun trying, anyway.
“All right,” said Uncle Cliff,
!
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with the English. I’ll ask Ronnie to read the long story 
in the second chapter of Luke, which tells about the 
shepherds and the angels.”
So Ronnie read the familiar story of Joseph and 
Mary going to Bethlehem and spending the night in a 
stable because there was no room at the inn, the birth 
of the baby Jesus, and the coming of the shepherds 
after the angels had told them the wonderful news. 
Then Uncle Cliff said: “Barbara, you read the short 
statement in John 3:16. That is the same story told in 
one sentence.” So Barbara read that beautiful text 
which all of us know by heart, telling of God’s love 
and the sending of His Son to be our Savior.
“Now,” said Uncle Cliff, “we’ll tell the story 
in the sign language and I’ll need your help with the 
contents of this box I brought along.”
The children wondered how the sign language 
could be in a box but they eagerly got a kitchen knife 
to cut the cord around the box and tried to peep in 
to see what was inside. Then Uncle Cliff began tak­
ing out the most attractive little figures. There were 
shepherds, wise men, Joseph and Mary and the baby 
Jesus, and cattle and sheep, to make an object picture 
of the story of the birth of Jesus. It was lots of fun 
putting the objects in the proper arrangement, with 
the manger in the center, Joseph and May kneeling, 
and the shepherds approaching on one side and the 
wise men, with their gifts, coming up reverently on 
the other side.
“This is very fine,” said Uncle Cliff, “but the 
language of living drama is better than pantomime.
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These little objects cannot move or talk. Why can’t 
we dramatize the story and tell it in our own way? 
We all know it so well, we can do that without even 
practising.”
Every member of the family was interested in 
trying to “play” the Christmas story and it was really 
fortunate that Jimmy, Nancy, and Bobby happened to 
come in for a visit just at this time, for shepherds and 
wise men were needed to help with the presentation. 
In fact, Ronnie wanted to call up half a dozen friends 
to come over and help, but they decided it would not 
be necessary to have three wise men and several shep­
herds. Two of each would be enough. So even-one 
got busy and you would have been surprised to see 
the fine pageant these performers staged a few minutes 
later. Grandpa’s crooked cane became a shepherd’s 
crook, Barbara’s doll was the baby Jesus, bath robes 
and blankets clothed shepherds and wise men, and 
dad’s white scarf made a fine shawl for Mary’s head.
While the “players” were resting, Uncle Cliff 
took a large book from his brief case and showed pic­
tures of the Christmas story. They were painted by 
artists of many lands. There was a Chinese baby Jesus, 
an African one, an Indian one, and many, many others.
“Now,” said Uncle Cliff, “let’s count the dif­
ferent languages we have used to tell this wonderful 
story and see if there are other languages we can add. 
Number one: English; number two: the sign language; 
number three: the language of drama; number four: 
the language of pictures. We might make nnisic lan­
guage number five.”
LIVING ON TIPTOE
Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; 
knock, and it shall be opened unto you.—Matthew 7:7.
There are some things one cannot see except 
■when standing on tiptoe. There are many things one 
can see much better when standing on tiptoe. For in­
stance, the eggs in the nest the robins built in the vine 
on the front porch, or the parade that is going down 
the street so crowded with people, or the birthday
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Instead of going to the piano to play a Christ­
mas carol, that interesting uncle went to the dining 
room and got eight glass goblets. Then he got a 
pitcher of water and tuned the glasses by pouring 
different amounts in each glass. He tapped the rim of 
the glasses with a pencil and they sang out like chimes. 
Then he played, to the enjoyment of all: “J°y t0 the 
world, the Lord is come.” Then they all sang the 
well-known carol.
“Just one more language before we say good 
night,” said the resourceful uncle. “Look at the Christ­
mas tree. Look at those candles on the mantel. Look 
out the window and down the street at the lights shin­
ing in the windows of every home in the block. One 
of the finest languages of Christmas is the language of 
lights. How they shine! How they speak of Jesus! 
He is truly the LIGHT OF THE WORLD!”
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cake in the center of the big table, 
very top of the Christmas tree.
\ es, we can see many interesting things when 
we are expecting them and stretching up high looking 
for them. In fact, we need to put our minds on tiptoe 
too, as Judy well knew. For when our minds walk on 
their heels and drag their feet, we are dull and grouchy 
and bad-tempered, and really are not in any proper 
state to enjoy any wonderful thing, even if we do see 
it and have a chance to make it our own.
Judy not only knew this to be true, but she put 
it into practice and kept her mind on tiptoe all day 
long. Judy’s mother was a bit disappointed and wor­
ried. She was disappointed because Judy’s camera, 
which she had ordered from Chicago had not come. 
It was so late now it looked as though the last parcel 
post delivery had been made, so she told Judy about 
the camera, which was to be a very “special” present.
She was worried because she had just received 
a telegram from daddy saying his plane was grounded 
in Philadelphia and he probably would not be able to 
get home until the day after Christmas.
Of course, Judy wanted her camera to arrive 
for Christmas and the day would not be Christinas at 
all for her and her mother if daddy did not get home. 
In fact, they would not celebrate Christmas until he 
came, even if he were a week late in getting home. 
But, somehow, Judy believed that both her daddy and 
her camera would arrive in good time, and every little 
while she would peep out the window in the front 
door to see if someone might be coming up the walk
or the angel at the
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to the porch. No one came for a whole hour, but 
Judy kept looking just the same.
Judy knew all the Christmas carols by heart. 
She had learned them at school. She had gone with 
the junior boys and girls from the church when they 
sang under the windows of shut-ins and sick folks, 
takings them a message of ?ood cheer from the church 
on Sunday night. Judy noticed the worried look on 
mother’s face, so she sang all those carols—yes, every 
one of them, in her very joiliest voice, and went trip­
ping around the house like a happy fairy, helping 
mother with the dusting and pushing the sweeper and 
answering the telephone.
Then the doorbell rang. It was so late, mother 
wondered who might be coming to call at that time of 
night, but Judy almost knew for sure who it was and 
what he was bringing. You see, she knew because she 
was peeping out the window and saw the parcels post 
truck out in front and a man standing at the door with 
a package in his hand. Yes, it was Judy’s camera, all 
right, though mother did not let her open the box. 
It was still the day before Christmas, you know. 
Mother was happy that the box had come, and a little 
bit sorry now that she had told Judy about the camera, 
because she had wanted to surprise her with this fine 
present.
It was really after Judy’s bedtime now and 
mother said Judy must go to bed at once, but Judy 
just knew that, somehow, her daddy would find a way 
to get home for Christmas, and she insisted that she be 
allowed to stay up at least for another half-hour.
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Mother finally consented, but she did look worried 
and said they had better decide to observe Christmas a 
day late as she thought daddy could not possibly get 
home in time. While they were talking, Judy thought 
she heard someone tiptoeing up the porch steps. She 
ran to the door, and, sure enough, there was daddy, 
his arms filled with bundles. He really looked like old 
Santa Claus himself.
What a happy Christmas the Davis family had 
next day! What a happy vacation they enjoyed too, 
for daddy had a whole week’s vacation, and since Judy 
was home from school they had a great time together, 
making a snow man, coasting, skating, and going on a 
sleigh ride with jingle bells and a crowd of jolly boys 
and girls.
On New Year’s Eve, this little family was sit­
ting before the fireplace thinking of the happy year 
they had enjoyed together and thanking God for his 
croodness to them. Father said: “We start a New 
Year tomorrow. We want it to be truly a happy one. 
I wonder how we three can help each other to have 
the happiest year we have ever had in all our lives.”
A'lother spoke up at once and said: “1 think I 
know. The best way is to live on tiptoe every day.” 
“But I don’t understand what you mean,” said 
daddy.
“I am sure Judy and I understand,” said 
mother, and then she told daddy how Judy all day­
long that Christmas eve had not been disappointed or 
discouraged, but kept singing and working and expect­




So ive, tvho are many, are one body in Christ, and 
severally members one of another—Romans 12:5.
On new year’s day, 1948, in the rose bowl at 
Pasadena, California, one of the great football games 
of all time was played between the “Wolverines” of 
the University of Michigan and the “Trojans” of the 
University of Southern California. Michigan, which 
had been undefeated throughout the season, won the 
Rose Bowl game with a score of 49 to 0. They made 
several new records in Rose Bowl history, but their 
final score was exactly the same as that made by a 
former Michigan team when, in 1902, Michigan’s
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tiptoe to peep out the little window in the door to see 
if someone might be coming up the walk.
“That is certainly a wonderful way to live,” 
said daddy, “and for our text tonight before we have 
our family prayer, I am going to read the verse which 
I believe goes with living on tiptoe. I think it is found 
in Matthew, about the sixth or seventh chapter. Yes, 
here it is, Matthew 7:7, “Ask, and it shall be given 
you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be 
opened unto you.”
That New Year’s Eve, as the bells rang out the 
glad news of the beginning of a new year, Judy and 
her mother and father all held hands and stood on tip­
toe as they sang: “Happy New Year to you!”
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famous “point a minute” team, under the coaching of 
“Flurry Up” Yost, beat Stanford University 49 to 0.
There were several new features about the 1947 
team, however. In the first place, it was really not one 
team but practically four teams. There was an offen­
sive team which went on the field whenever Michigan 
had possession of the ball, and a defensive team which 
took over when the opponents had the ball. Then 
v there were plenty of substitutes for both of these 
teams, which brought the total number of players up 
to more than four full teams.
Another new thing was that while the quarter­
back, Howard Yerges, called the signals for the offen­
sive team, as is the customary way, it was Dan 
Dworfsky, center, who called the signals for the de­
fensive team.
A player who was not even in the game until 
after the touchdown was made, came in each time to 
kick the goal. He was “automatic” Jim Brieske, who 
made seven tries and kicked seven goals during the 
game. They called him “automatic” because of his 
wonderful record. During the entire football season 
of 1947, Jim made 57 tries and scored 52 of them. 
Out of 120 kicks he made during his entire football 
career, he succeeded in kicking 107 goals.
The last unusual fact I wish to mention about 
this unusual game is that Bob Chappuis, who is recog­
nized as the top hero of the game, having totalled 279 
yards gained both by passing and by carrying the ball, 
did not make a single one of the touchdowns. Three 
of these were made by Jack Weisenburger and one
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each was made by “Bump” Elliott, Howard Yerges, 
Gene Derricotte, and Dick Rifenberg.
Now, what was the real secret of the Wolver­
ines’ success? Their great coach, H. O. (“Fritz”) 
Crisler, explained that to the news reporters after the 
game. He said he was going to be able to give forty 
or fifty letters to his football men this year because 
that many men were actually playing in the game, 
and no man was the star player, for they all worked 
together. Bob Chappuis could not have made his bril­
liant passes if his team-mates had not stood like a wall 
between him and the opposing team as he jumped 
into the air to throw his passes. The passes would 
have been “incomplete” if “Bump” Elliott, Howard 
Yerges, or Bob Mann had not been right there on the 
spot to catch the ball. On some plays Chappuis would 
run interference for Jack Weisenburger as Jack car­
ried the ball down the field. All the players were 
working together lilce cogs and wheels in a machine, 
and they were successful because each one took care 
of his own job so well.
Of course, every coach every year cannot hope 
to have a winning team. In fact, Coach Crisler said: 
“This is my greatest team. This is my masterpiece.” 
He explained that every coach dreams about a team in 
which every player does just what he is expected to do 
and then, after working and planning for years, may 
hope some day to have just such a team.
Team work is needed other places than in foot­
ball. In fact, the real usefulness of football games, and 
all other kinds of athletic sports, is training the players
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to work together as a team. Games should be more 
than just recreational. They should be preparation for 
useful living. Boys who learn to team up on a foot­
ball squad or baseball team have received fine training 
for working together in business and in community 
service. One of the most important things we can 
learn is to “pass the ball,” to be a part of a team, and 
not just a “star” who tries to play for the applause of 
the crowd and keep himself out in front.
In the twelfth chapter of Romans we have a 
fine statement about the church. Paul says the church 
requires good team work because, as he writes, “We, 
who are many, are one body in Christ, and severally 
members one of another.” There are many kinds of 
people in a church. They are different in age and 
different in abilities, but all are important if they fit 
into the place where they belong and do their part of 
the work. When they team up in this way they can 
do what none could do alone. The sum total of all 
those people working alone would not add up to 
nearly as much accomplished as the united work of the 
members serving as a team. Think of the many differ­
ent kinds of work being done through the co-opera­
tion of the members in the church. There are the 
ushers, the junior, and the senior choirs, the deacons 
and trustees, the Sunday-school teachers, the visitors, 
the friendly members who see that everyone meets 
everyone around them, and the people who have 
imagination to see what needs to be done even if they 





Jehovah said unto him, What is 
that in thy hand?—Exodus 4:2.
God’s Wonder Man 77
Each member is important, but much of his 
importance is due to the fact that other members work 
with him and make his efforts more effective. So Paul 
says to each member: “Not to think of himself more 
highly than he ought to think; but so to think as to 
think soberly, according as God hath dealt to each 
man a measure of faith.” * This also means consider­
ing the other person, recognizing his ability and actu­
ally encouraging him and pushing him forward rather 
than yourself.
In a church where there is real team spirit and 
every member is right on the job doing his part the 
very best he knows how, and loving everyone else, 
you do not hear people talking about “their” church 
or “the minister’s” church, but about “our” church, 
which is also God’s church, for it is a power for good 
and God’s spirit works with the people to glorify His 
name.
When i bought stamps at the post-office win­
dow yesterday I got a surprise. Instead of the small 
purple three-cent stamps with the picture of Thomas 
Jefferson at the left, I received a sheet of stamps one- 
third larger, and bright lavender in color. I thought 
at first that the clerk had made a mistake, but there
• Romans 12:3
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was the three-cent symbol in the lower right comer. 
Then I looked at the picture. It was the great Negro 
scientist, Dr. George Washington Carver.
Tuskegee Institute, in Tuskegee, Alabama, 
honored Dr. Carver’s memory by launching a two- 
million-dollar endowment fund campaign to support 
its famous science center, which Dr. Carver had 
founded and built. The United States government 
honored Dr. Carver by printing a stamp with his 
picture and name.
Dr. Carver was worthy of all the honor be­
stowed on him for during his lifetime he helped mil­
lions of people, so that today all of us are indebted to 
him for his discovery or invention of most of the 
synthetic products we use today.
The story of Dr. Carver’s life is most unusual. 
He was born a slave. When he was but a few months 
old he and his mother were stolen, and Mr. Moses 
Carver, on whose farm they had lived, bought George 
back by trading a race horse for him. The Carvers 
took care of George as though he were their own boy, 
and gave him their family name. Mrs. Carver taught 
him to cook, sew, and do house-cleaning, and his 
ability to do these things helped him later to get an 
education. Mrs. Carver also taught George to spell 
and to read, as Negro children were not permitted to 
go to the white schools in Missouri.
From the earliest years, George was fond of 
every living thing. He liked plants: flowers and even 
weeds. He liked birds, bugs, reptiles, and everything 
he found in his walks through the woods. Mrs. Car-
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ver had to make him empty his pockets each evening 
before he came into the house, for he always had 
worms, or toads, or beetles in his pockets, and he 
would take them to bed with him if she did not say 
that he must leave them outside.
George wanted to know about everything he 
saw. He wanted to know why flowers were of differ­
ent colors; where frogs went in the winter time; what 
made the leaves come out in the spring; why some 
plants would grow sick and wither away. He tried to 
find the answers. He had a little garden in which he 
transplanted sick flowers and carefully tended them 
until they were well again. He was always asking 
questions, but the people he knew did not know the 
answers. So he determined to go to school and learn 
the answers from men who knew.
The story of his hardships in getting an educa­
tion is a long one, but he was so persistent and worked 
so hard that he was bound to succeed. He ran a laun­
dry. He did housework and cleaning jobs. He made 
money wherever he could, and no job was too lowly 
for him. If it was honorable he did not mind the hard 
work. As he studied he had a difficult time deciding 
just what to prepare for as a life work. He was inter­
ested in so many different kinds of activities. He liked 
music and he became a good pianist. He even gave 
concerts, which were well attended. He also had real 
art talent and later made his own paints from the clay 
soil of Alabama where he was working in his chemical 
laboratory. Because he wanted to do the sort of thing 
that would enable him to do the most good for the
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most people, he decided to become an agricultural 
chemist. In this work he could help poor fanners 
grow larger and better crops and make life happier for 
them and their children.
When he finished his college work and re­
ceived his degree at the Iowa State College of Agricul­
ture, he was asked by his college to continue on there 
as a teacher of botany and director of the greenhouses. 
This he did for a few months, but soon his great call 
came. Dr. Booker T. Washington, the famous Negro 
founder of Tuskegee Institute in Tuskegee, Alabama, 
needed just such a man as young Dr. Carver to develop 
an agricultural school at Tuskegee. So Dr. Carver 
went to Tuskegee, where he remained as teacher, 
“wonder scientist,” and “plant wizard” until he died 
in 1943.
When Dr. Carver went to Tuskegee there was 
no laboratory and no equipment, so he went out with 
his students into the alleys and gathered up discarded 
bottles, wire, rubber hose, metal strips, and whatever 
they found that could be fashioned into makeshift 
apparatus for the laboratory. In this way he began 
teaching his students to be ingenious and use what 
they found close at hand to the very best advantage. 
Then wonderful things began to happen. Dr. Carver 
truly proved to be a miracle worker. When the cot­
ton crops were destroyed by the boll weevil he advised 
the farmers to plant peanuts. Then he got busy and 
found that peanuts could be used to make nearly three 
hundred by-products. It is hard to imagine it, but 
from the peanut Dr. Carver extracted flour, meal,
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milk, butter, lard, breakfast foods, cheese, sauces, oils, 
face powder, axle grease, dyes, printer’s ink, wood 
stains, linoleum, soap, shaving lotions, shampoo, and 
a list of other products too long to mention. In fact 
it was said that Dr. Carver could supply a meal, com­
plete from soup to nuts, all the delicious dishes being 
made synthetically from peanuts.
Then Dr. Carver worked with the sweet potato 
and found he could extract almost as many products 
from it. It produced coffee, breakfast foods, flour, 
candy, library paste, dyes, ink, starch, vinegar, shoe 
blacking, ginger, molasses, rubber, and many other 
useful things.
From common clay, dug up from the ground 
around his laboratory building, Dr. Carver made art­
ist’s paints, producing more than three hundred varie­
ties of paints and colors.
But more wonderful than all his works was Dr. 
Carver himself. Although one of the greatest scientists 
in the world, he was always just an humble, quiet, 
servant of God. Although he was world famous and 
his advice and help were sought by men from many 
parts of the earth, he continued to work hard in his 
own little laboratory doing more and more for his fel­
low men in the service of God. He refused high- 
salaried positions offered him and would take no 
money for his great discoveries. He considered him­
self God’s man, and his business was to help people 
live better and happier lives.
Dr. Carver was one of the world’s greatest sci­
entists but he always talked in simple language: the
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language of a Christian man of faith. In explaining 
how he had discovered the many uses he found for 
the peanut, he would say: “I just talked with God 
about it. He said, ‘George, let’s mash up a peanut 
and see how it is made and what we can do with it.’ ” 
That was his method of work: talking things over 
with God and then working hard in perfect faith that 
God would help him do what he wanted done. He 
did not use the trial and error method, but sought 
God’s guidance in solving each problem he faced.
Dr. Carver’s method reminds us of the experi­
ence Moses had in the wilderness when God called 
him to a great task of leadership and Moses held back 
because he thought he was not capable. God said to 
Moses: “What is that in thy hand?” It was just a 
crooked stick which he used in tending his sheep, but 
God could make it useful if Moses was willing to use 
it in faith to do His will. Dr. Carver had that faith 
and he had a sincere desire to do every day just what 
God wanted him to do. He would begin each day 
with a walk in the woods, when he talked things over 
with God. Then he would come to his laboratory 
and it seemed that in no time he had produced what 
men called a miracle. It was a miracle, for it was God 
doing wonderful things through His servant, Dr. 
Carver.
There are many Bible texts which fit the life of 
Dr. Carver, for he was such a great and good man, but 
the one, we like best is that one in Exodus: “What is 
that in thy hand?” This is a great text, for the ques­
tion is still being asked today and it applies to each one
SMILING THROUGH
And she said unto her mistress, Would that my 
lord were with the prophet that is in Samaria! then 
would he recover him of his leprosy.—\\ Kings 5:3.
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of us. What do we have in our hands in the way of 
talents and skills? Are we willing to let God direct 
their use, so that they will glorify his name and bless 
our fellow men?
There is an artist named philipp who paints Pic­
tures of clowns. Mr. Philipp was once a clown him­
self, but his life story shows that the comic antics of 
clowns may often hide very tragic experiences. Mr. 
Philipp was in Germany when Hitler came into power 
and had to flee to America. He worked in a delicates­
sen store for a living, but he lilted to paint pictures 
and did so during his spare time at home.
Mrs. Philipp believed in her husband’s ability 
and encouraged him to paint pictures, which he hung 
on the walls of the shop where he worked. One day 
the owner of a New York art gallery happened in the 
store and noticed the pictures. He was delighted with 
them and made arrangements to exhibit them in his 
art gallery. When the exhibit was held, the people 
who came to see them liked them so much that all the 
pictures were sold the first day. But the artist’s heart 
was heavy, for his wife had died the night before.
Although his heart was filled with sorrow,
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Walter Philipp painted his clowns, for he believed 
these pictures in the homes of the people would cheer 
them and help them live happier lives. He covered up 
his own trouble as he worked to brighten the lives of 
others.
No one knows when a smile covers a sorrowful 
heart. Most people do not tell their troubles to every 
one they meet. They greet their friends with a smile 
through their hearts are aching. Yet, in thinking of 
others and in helping them, they find real comfort for 
themselves.
In the days of the Old Testament, when kings 
took prisoners from the countries they conquered and 
made them servants and slaves, a little maiden of Israel 
was taken captive and carried away to Syria. It takes 
little imagination to think of the loneliness of that 
little girl, far away from father and mother, far away 
from friends, a stranger in a land of people different 
from her own and speaking a different language. We 
could easily think of her resenting her condition so 
much that she would sulk all day and do nothing she 
was asked to do. We can know how heavy her heart 
was and how she longed to go home. But that little 
maiden had a great soul. She determined to do her 
best and be her best self, no matter what happened, 
for she trusted God and believed that, somehow, he 
would take care of her and all would be for the best 
in the end.
Now this little girl worked for a woman whose 
husband was a great man in the land of Syria. He was 
a captain of the host of the king. Naaman was his
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name. Though Naaman was a great man, he was the 
victim of a terrible disease. He was a leper and there 
was no known cure for leprosy.
Since Naaman was this little girl’s captor and 
master, one might think she would have had no sym­
pathy for him in his terrible illness. He had certainly 
done her great harm in carrying her away from her 
home and making her a slave. She might have said: 
“It serves him right for his wickedness.” But she did 
not say that. On the contrary, she was very much 
worried because Naaman was a leper. She remem­
bered the prophet in Samaria who had many times 
cured leprosy by the power of God. So she talked to 
her mistress and told her about the prophet and urged 
her mistress to have Naaman go to Samaria to be cured 
by this prophet of God.
When Naaman heard the good news, he did 
just what any man suffering from a terrible disease 
would do. He was ready to go anywhere and try any­
thing if it offered a hope of cure. So Naaman asked 
permission of his king and received a letter to the king 
of Israel, and he started on his journey with many 
presents and a great sum of money to give for the cure 
of his disease.
Naaman made a mistake in going to the king 
of Israel. You remember the little maiden had told 
him it was the prophet who could cure him. I suppose 
Naaman did not know what she meant by prophet and 
thought only of the king as having power and author­
ity. His mistake was corrected by the prophet himself,
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for Elisha heard of Naaman’s coming and sent for him 
at the king’s palace.
You remember the rest of the story: how 
Elisha told Naaman to wash in the Jordon river, dip­
ping seven times, and Naaman was angry because he 
thought the prophet was making fun of him. He 
thought the rivers of his own country were clearer and 
the water purer than any river of Israel. You see he 
made the mistake of thinking that the water was to 
cure his disease, while Elisha had asked him to bathe 
in the river only to test his faith. He knew that he 
could be cured only by the spirit of God. Naaman 
was so angry he was about to go back to his own 
country without following Elisha’s directions, but he 
finally listened to his servants and went down to the 
Jordan river and dipped his body seven times in the 
muddy water. Scripture says: “And his flesh came 
again like unto the flesh of a little child, and he was 
clean.” *
Naaman was overjoyed because he was cured 
of his disease and he declared his belief in God and 
said to Elisha the prophet: “Thy servant will hence­
forth offer neither burnt-offering nor sacrifice unto 
other gods, but unto Jehovah.”
The captive maid was only a little girl but, be­
cause she was true to her faith even in a strange land, 
and told in the house of her captors the story of her 
God and his power and mercy, the great man of Syria 
was healed of his leprosy. No one knows how far her 
good influence went for certainly Naaman told about
• II Kings 5:14
THANKS FOR TROUBLE
My grace is sufficient for thee: for my power is 
made perfect in weakness.—II Corinthians 12:9.
Thanks for Trouble 87
his wonderful experience and others of his nation 
found God because of his story.
There is one thing we can all resolve to do: no 
matter what happens, we can be true to our faith in 
God and keep smiling through our troubles, because 
He will take care of us and prove again, as Paul found 
true in his own life: “That to them that love God all 
things work together for good.” * o o o
Can you imagine a monument being erected to 
a bug? Can you imagine such a thing in our own 
United States, honoring—of all creatures—a bug that is 
perhaps the most destructive pest known to farmers? 
Believe it or not, in Enterprise, Alabama, there is a 
monument to the boll weevil, that wicked little beetle 
that destroys two hundred million dollars’ worth of 
cotton in a year’s time. It was erected in 1919 and the 
inscription reads:
In profound appreciation of the boll weevil and 
what it has done as the herald of prosperity.
Such a peculiar monument demands an explana­
tion. The story behind it is a simple one. The farmer^ 
in that section of Alabama raised only one crop: cot-
* Romans 8:28
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ton. When the boll weevil came into the United 
States from Central America, about the year 1892, it 
began attacking the cotton plants. It did so much 
damage that the farmers’ work went for nothing. The 
crop was a failure. The farmers could not make 
enough money from cotton to keep their families alive. 
Something had to be done and done quickly. Then 
the idea came that they could grow other crops, and 
they began planting peanuts and sweet potatoes. Then 
Dr. George Washington Carver, the great Negro sci­
entist, began experimenting with peanuts and sweet 
potatoes and learned how to make so many synthetic 
products from them, that it was possible for the far­
mers to make more money on peanuts and sweet 
potatoes than they had formerly made on cotton. So 
they are better off now than they were years ago 
when they planted only one crop and depended on 
cotton for a living. They know now that their soil 
will grow other crops, and their best plan is to plant 
several instead of depending on one. Then, if one 
crop fails, they have another to fall back on.
The story of the Alabama farmers is the kind 
of story that is repeated in all parts of the country 
and among all kinds of people. A good friend of mine 
has a wholesale candy business. He started this busi­
ness years ago, and it grew and he did well. He was 
getting along nicely until the war came, when he was 
unable to get enough candy to sell to his customers. 
What did he do, sit down on the floor and moan and 
groan over his misfortune? No, Charley Hom would 
never do that! He began looking around to see what
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things there were which people wanted and he could 
get to sell. So, along with the little candy he could get, 
he sold potato chips, shoe polish, shoe laces, peanut 
butter, and a good many other articles that he could 
get to sell. Today my friend is not satisfied to sell just 
candy (though he calls himself “the sweetest man in 
town”). He has seen the greater opportunity of sell­
ing many kinds of things which people want to buy, 
and so his business is still growing larger and larger.
The Apostle Paul was perhaps the greatest 
Christian who ever lived, but he had his troubles. He 
tells about them in one of his letters. What a list he 
gives of his hardships: beatings, stonings, shipwreck, 
robbers, prisons, hunger and thirst, and dangers un­
counted. Then, added to all these, he had some painful 
disease or physical handicap that he calls a “thorn in 
the flesh.” No one knows what this trouble was. 
Scholars have searched through all of Paul’s writings 
to discover the secret, but the best they can do is guess. 
Some say it was a deformity. He may have been a 
hunchback or a cripple. Some say it was a painful dis­
ease, like arthritis or severe chronic headaches. Some 
say it was a difficulty in speaking that caused him to 
stammer or stutter. But it is not known what the 
“thorn” really was.
The important fact about Paul’s “thorn” is that 
he found out how to handle it. He says he prayed to 
God to remove it. He prayed again and again, but 
God did not choose to remove it. God did something 
far better: He gave Paul strength to endure his hard­
ship and made this stumbling-block a stepping stone to
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Paul’s greater success. “My grace is sufficient for 
thee,” said the Lord, “for my power is made perfect in 
weakness.”
So true was this strengthening of the Lord in 
the time of Paul’s weakness that Paul was able to 
“glory” in his weakness and to say: “Wherefore I take 
pleasure in weaknesses, in injuries, in necessities, in 
persecutions, in distresses, for Christ’s sake: for when 
I am weak, than am I strong.”
One time another missionary was preaching in 
his little church on a foreign mission field, and out­
side were some rough fellows who were determined to 
break up the meeting. They made a lot of noise, 
thinking the people inside would become discouraged 
and go home. They beat on the walls of the building 
to frighten the people, but the missionary was un­
afraid and he strengthened the courage of the people. 
Then these bad fellows began throwing stones at the 
church building. One of the stones went through an 
opening which was used as a window to let in the 
light and air, and this missile struck the missionary on 
the head and knocked him to the floor. For a few 
minutes he was unconscious but not seriously hurt. 
The people rushed to his side and helped him up. The 
men outside the church building soon heard what had 
happened, and, frightened at what they had done and 
what they feared might be done to them in punish­
ment, they ran away. The missionary said not one 
angry word of blame against the man who had thrown 
the stone. Like his Master, he said: “Father forgive 
him; he does not know what he has done.” He wished
For Paul had determined to sail past Ephesus, 
that he might not have to spend time in Asia; for 
he was hastening, if it were possible for him, to 
be at Jerusalem the day of Pentecost—Acts 20:16. .
GEORGE WASHINGTON 
PERFORMED HIS MISSION
Today is the birthday of the first president of 
the United States. His is a name all of us know and 
his birthday is a date all of us remember. It is fitting 
that we recall something of his life, for we are proud 
of this great man of yesterday.
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only that these wicked men might know God’s love, 
confess their sins, and come to Christ for salvation.
Years later, a man came down the aisle of that 
same church, when the missionary gave the invitation 
to those who wished to accept Christ, and he said: “I 
am the man who threw the stone through the window 
years ago. I am sorry. Forgive me, and ask God to 
forgive me too.” >
The kindly missionary was only too glad to 
receive this man, forgive him, and lead him to Christ. 
But just as Paul gloried in his sufferings for Christ’s 
sake, so this missionary was proud of the scar on his 
head, for it was a symbol of his suffering because of 
his love for his Lord. In his weakness and trouble he 
became strong and even the wound from the stone 
thrown into the church proved a blessing when he 
used it as a testimony for Christ.
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There are many stories about George Wash­
ington that are just fiction. They never happened at 
all but are the sort of exploits and adventures that 
might have happened in such a time as our colonial 
days and in such a life as George Washington’s. The 
story I wish to tell, however, is a true one; it illus­
trates the spirit of our great national hero.
As a boy, George Washington was never inter­
ested in parlor games. He was a true outdoors man. 
He liked the fields, the streams, and the wilderness, 
and he learned to take care of himself in the out-of- 
doors. In school, he was not so good in English or in 
spelling, but he was fine in mathematics. He was also 
good at map drawing and the making of charts. These 
abilities stood him in good stead in his chosen profes­
sion as a civil engineer. In his teens, he began his 
work of surveying, and in his daily routine traveled 
long distances on foot and on horseback, and often 
spent the night in the wilderness, where he found it 
necessary to hunt game to provide a meal. He not 
only met . nature in the rough during these days, but 
he also encountered wild Indians and learned how to 
deal with them. He often came on pioneer settlers in 
the heart of the forest and shared their primitive log 
cabins and their hospitality.
All these experiences were just the training 
George Washington needed for the life he was later to 
lead, and they prepared him for leadership in the days 
when the colonies so much needed a man of character 
and practical ability, strong of will and rugged in 
body.
must the
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When George was just twenty-one years of 
age, the governor of the colony of Virginia, Governor 
Dinwiddie, needed a man to carry a message for him 
to the French outposts several hundred miles to the 
west. The journey must be made through the wilder­
ness, with only deer trails and Indian paths to follow. 
It was very dangerous and difficult. Several men 
were asked to undertake the task but none wanted to 
go. Finally, George Washington was asked, and he 
immediately accepted. He was given several men to 
accompany him and the little party started out.
The trip was a doubly difficult one. Not only 
men push their way through the dense for­
ests, but they were constantly in danger of meeting 
Indians on the war path. Washington realized just 
what he faced but he was unafraid, for he had faced 
such dangers often before. The western trek was 
completed without great difficulty and the mission was 
completed in a satisfactory manner and the return trip 
was begun. They had started from home late in 
October, and fall was now far advanced and the 
weather was growing bitter cold. Problems increased 
as they traveled eastward, but every difficulty that 
arose proved the quality of the determined spirit of 
Washington. When he undertook anything he saw it 
through. He did not always win a victory, as was later 
seen in some of the battles he fought, but he never 
gave up until he had given his very best: his all.
As Washington and his men tramped through 
the thicket some hostile Indians, hiding behind trees 
and rocks, fired at them. Luckily, they missed, and
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Washington’s party fell on them and caught one of 
the Indians, while the rest fled. They held this In­
dian prisoner until dark. Some of the men thought 
they should kill him, but Washington refused to al­
low him to be killed. After dark they released him, 
and he ran off as fast as he could go. Washington’s 
party knew* that the Indians would get together and 
follow them, perhaps try to kill them while they were 
sleeping around the camp fire. So they decided not to 
sleep that night, but walked all night long to make as 
much distance as possible before resting. By evening 
the next day they had reached the Allegheny River, 
and, finding the river crusted with ice along the bank, 
they rolled up in their blankets and spent the night 
right on the snow.
In the morning they planned how they might 
cross the river. With the single hatchet which they 
had they began cutting down trees, and, after working 
all day long, they had built a raft. About sunset, they 
boarded the raft and started across the river. The ice 
was floating in large chunks down the swift current 
and it was almost impossible to pole the raft across. 
Washington’s pole was caught by a huge chunk of ice 
and he was jerked into the cold water where it was 
swift and deep. He caught hold of the end of the raft 
and succeeded in clambering aboard. But the current 
was so swift and the floating ice so heavy, they were 
unable to make any progress. Finally all of them 
jumped into the water and swam to an island in the 
middle of the river. Here they spent the night, with 
their water-soaked clothes, and no fire. In the mom-
George Washington 
of his country.
George Washington’s determination reminds 
us of Paul when it was said of him: “Paul had deter­
mined to sail past Ephesus, that he might not have to 
spend time in Asia; for he was hastening, if it were 
possible for him, to be at Jerusalem the day of Pente­
cost.”
Paul wasted no time puttering around. He set 
out directly for his destination and made every effort 
to get there. He was many times persecuted, mis­
treated and thrown into prison, but nothing changed 
his determination to establish churches and preach the 
gospel of Christ to all the people he could possibly 
reach. That is why Paul accomplished so much for
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ing one man found both his hands and both feet were 
frozen. It must have been a terrible night of suffering 
for all of them. The weather had turned so much 
colder during the night that the river was now frozen, 
and all managed to walk on the ice to the other bank.
Soon after that Washington and his party 
reached Frazier’s trading post, where they were wel­
comed and given food and shelter and where they 
rested for two or three days before completing their 
journey home. When the report of this mission went 
out throughout the colonics and across the seas, 
George Washington became a hero, for he had accom­
plished an important mission against almost impossible 
odds. He had set his face toward his goal and nothing 
could stop him until he reached it. No wonder, with 
such a spirit, and with a noble character to match, 
came to be known as the Father
UNDERSTANDING THE CROSS
If any man would come after me, let him deny himself, 
and take up his cross, and follow me.—Matthew 16:24.
One day four of us drove down to hillsdale, 
Michigan, to attend a meeting of the board of trustees 
of Hillsdale College. Though the snow was on the 
ground, it was a beautiful day and we were enjoying 
ourselves as we sped along in a new Buick car, with 
cushion-ride tires, on a road cleaned of snow, smooth 
and dry. We passed by lakes and stretches of woods; 
we rode easily and swiftly over little hills, and skim­
med over creeks and rivers where icy water flowed be-
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God and why he is today our greatest teacher of the 
doctrines of the Christian religion.
Since we are asked by our government to re­
dedicate ourselves as loyal American citizens, with the 
Freedom Train reminding us of our great heritage as 
a people, it is well to consider the examples of George 
Washington and the Apostle Paul. We need to have 
great convictions and high ideals. We need also to 
have determination to accept our responsibilities as 
citizens and do our part of the work of making ours 
a great nation. Most of all, we need to have faith in 
Almighty God, for patriotism at its best, is loyalty and 
devotion both to God and country, and is expressed 
in good Christian living at home, at school and every­
where, all the time.
I
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neath the concrete bridges. As we literally flew along 
the road, enjoying the luxury of comfortable scats, 
we listened to the radio bringing beautiful music from 
hundreds of miles away.
In the spirit of banter, one of the group re­
marked: “We certainly are a brave crowd. Here we 
are traveling on a cold winter day, protected from the 
weather, warmed by a heater, lolling on pillows, and 
carried on our way by the power of sixty horses under 
the hood of our car. What do we really know about 
suffering and sacrifice?”
He was right. With all the conveniences we 
have today, our lives are “soft.” We have an easy time 
of it even when we think we arc being imposed upon. 
We have machines to do all the hard work. Our 
homes are warm and our streets are paved. We know 
nothing about the meaning of hardship such as was 
known to our forefathers in this new country.
So, as we try to understand something of the 
meaning of the cross of Christ, I think it will help us 
if we remember the early settlers, the pioneers who 
made untold sacrifices and suffered much to make the 
beginnings of our American Way of Life. The very 
road along which we were riding at pleasant speed 
was once just a blazed trail. Indians first came that 
way, notching the bark of trees to guide their path as 
they tramped through the forests between what are 
now Chicago and Detroit. Then came the settlers, 
with their ox carts and their horses and mules. Be­
tween the blazed trail and the concrete highway are 
countless hours of toil and suffering by thousands of
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people whose very names are now forgotten. Many of 
these people worked and sacrificed for selfish ends. 
Some of them were good, some were bad, but all did 
their part in laying a foundation for today.
For our study of the cross of Jesus I suggest 
that we take the words He said that day on the way 
to Jerusalem, where He was to be crucified, and think 
of some of the pioneers of our own country who ac­
cepted His invitation. To His disciples, Jesus said: 
“If any man would come after me, let him deny him­
self, and take up his cross and follow me.”
Did you ever hear of the wilderness preachers 
who lived in the wild West when the woods were full 
of Indians and wild beasts and the only houses were 
log cabins, dozens of miles apart? If you like stories 
of brave men facing daring adventure, these circuit­
riding preachers offer some of the most thrilling tales 
you would want to hear. They were daring, for they 
carried no gun. Their only weapons were a Bible 
and a hymn book, which they carried in their saddle 
bags. They were brave and tough; they rode through 
the trackless wilderness and nothing could stop them. 
When they came to a stream they waded their horses 
through, or leaped in and swam across. At night 
they often slept under the stars, with a saddle for a 
pillow and the earth for a bed. They ate what they 
could find of berries or wild fruit, and more often 
than not they went to sleep cold and hungry after a
long day of the roughest kind of traveling.
Yes, they often became sick, but there was no 
doctor. They doctored themselves as best they could
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with herbs and roots, and then went on by sheer will 
power and grit. Often they met savage Indians. 
Sometimes they succeeded in making friends. Al­
ways they were ready to take time to tell all they met, 
Indians and settlers alike, the story of Jesus and His 
love for them. Sometimes the Indians did not respond 
to their friendly gestures and their only course lay in 
racing it out, praying God’s help to give them strength 
to win the race.
But why did these daring men risk so much 
and live a life of such hardship day after day? Sim­
ply because they had accepted Jesus’ commission and 
were determined to carry their crosses and follow 
Him, just as He had asked them to do. They jour­
neyed through forest and bog, crossed river and 
mountain to reach the cabins of the settlers, and there, 
by the fireplace, with the family gathered around, they 
would open their Bibles and read the wonderful story 
as father and mother and children listened. Or, if 
there were several cabins and several families, they 
would call them together, crowding into a room where 
a service could be held. On summer days the people 
would gather in a clearing in the forest, where, sitting 
on the stumps of trees or on logs, they would sing 
hymns as the preacher “lined” them word by word or 
phrase by phrase, and listen to the preacher’s sermon. 
It was a great occasion when the preacher came, for 
months would pass before they would have another 
visit and another service of worship. You see, the 
people were widely scattered and the preachers were
CHRIST IS RISEN
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very few. So the preachers rode their horses and trav­
eled from place to place and from cabin to cabin.
But even the suffering of these brave ministers 
of God was nothing compared with the suffering of 
our Lord on the cross. The only way we can measure 
His suffering is by the love of God itself, which was 
ready to make any sacrifice in order that men—all men 
everywhere—might live eternally. No, we cannot un­
derstand such love as that, but we can know the power 
of the cross in our own lives as we simply give our 
hearts to Christ and dedicate our lives to Him.
Someone has wisely said that if we measure 
the cross of Christ we find its vertical beam reaches 
from the depths of hell to the pinnacle of heaven and 
its horizontal beam around the globe, touching every 
man, woman, and child of every nation, color, and 
race. That is a true measurement for what GocJ did 
for you and me on the cross, he did for every person 
in all the world. Christ’s invitation is an open and a 
challenging one: “If any man would come after me, 
let him deny himself, and take up his cross, and fol­
low me.”
Easter Sunday is the most important date on our 
calendar. It celebrates the most wonderful event in 
all history. It reminds us that God raised Jesus from
And they ran both together: and the other disciple 
outran Peter, and catne first to the tomb.—John 20:4.
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the dead and that because He lives, we too shall live. 
It proclaims the amazing fact that through faith in 
Christ death is overcome and life is eternal.
Everything is different because of Christ’s res­
urrection. We are told that before the first Easter day 
all the songs men sang were weird, melancholy songs. 
They were in the minor key. Since that day men have 
learned to sing happy, triumphant songs, songs in the 
major key. Instead of darkness there is light. Instead 
of clouds there is sunshine. Instead of winter there is 
springtime.
Because of that first Easter day we can now see 
meaning in all of nature. The ugly caterpillar that 
sleeps in its cocoon all winter and becomes a beautiful 
butterfly in the springtime is an object lesson of life 
that is and that is to be. We see the same truth in the 
bulb that is buried in the ground and sends up green 
shoots when the sun shines and the warm breezes 
blow. Finally, a beautiful white lily appears at the top 
of its graceful stalk. We read the same wonderful 
story in the rebirth of the trees. All winter they 
seemed dead, with their leafless limbs and branches. 
Then, with the warm spring days, the buds peep out, 
and soon the tiny leaves, until the whole tree is in 
bright, gay foliage.
If you were to paint a picture to show the 
meaning of Easter what would you paint? How 
would you tell the story on canvas? Many artists 
have painted pictures of Easter. Some show an empty 
tomb, some picture the women talking with the angels 
that first Easter morning, some put their message in
I
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a beautiful trumpet lily or cluster of tulips. To me, 
one of the best pictures of that first Easter morning is 
a picture of two men, Peter and John, painted by the 
Swiss artist, Eugene Bumand.
As we look at the picture, we see so much more 
than the artist has actually painted on the canvas. 
From the color of the sky, we know it is early morn­
ing, and from the title of the picture we know that the 
two figures are the Apostles John and Peter. Although 
we cannot see their feet, we know they are hurrying, 
or running. This is shown by the angle of their bodies 
leaning forward, and the waving of their hair in the 
breeze as they rush along. Their robes are also flow­
ing, and Peter must hold his mantle to keep it from 
slipping off his shoulder. Peter is holding his hand 
against his heart as though his running was making it 
pound from the great effort.
But the great message of the painting is seen in 
the expressions of Peter and John. Like every great 
picture, this one reaches beyond the frame. We look 
with Peter and John far away to the empty tomb and 
the risen Lord in the garden. It is a picture of anticipa­
tion, clearly expressed on the faces of these disciples. 
Both are excited and both are overjoyed at the news 
that Jesus is risen from the tomb, but their thoughts 
are different. John, by his wistful, confident expres­
sion, shows himself true to his faith in Christ and his 
deep love for Christ. There is no shadow of doubt in 
his mind, only joyous belief. Peter has mixed feelings. 
First of all, he seems to question in his mind if Christ 
could really be risen or if the women were just excited
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and confused. Then, if Christ is truly risen, Peter 
wonders what He will say to him when they meet. He 
remembers how he denied his Lord three times when 
his Lord so much needed a friend there in the halls of 
the high priest’s house and in the court of Pilate. Will 
Jesus really want to see him after such treatment by 
a friend? Peter’s conscience confronts him and mixes 
shame and self-condemnation with his hope of seeing 
his Lord. Peter’s brow is deeply lined with these tell­
tale marks of his feelings, and his eyes are filled with 
excitement and emotion.
This picture of Burnand’s tells the true story of 
Easter, because it tells the effect of Jesus’ resurrection 
upon the minds and the souls of the disciples. Al­
though John had stood by his Lord when all others— 
except the women—ran away, he was like the rest in 
his deep loss and sorrow. When Jesus died on the 
cross all the disciples thought the end had come. They 
believed they would see their teacher and friend no 
more. Their wonderful dream was all over. Each 
would now get back to his former work and try to 
forget the plans they had made and the visions they 
had seen. The fishermen would get back to their fish­
ing, the tax collector to his tax table, and the women 
to their housework. Not only was this their thought, 
but there was added a great fear for their lives, for the 
police knew they had been friends of Jesus, and since 
He had been killed, they would now round up all His 
followers and kill them too. So the frightened dis­
ciples met together in an upper room and locked the
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doors for protection. They were afraid. They were 
in hiding.
Then it happened. The women who went to 
the tomb early on Easter morning to take spices, found 
the great stone rolled away from the entrance, and the 
tomb empty. Jesus had arisen from the dead! That 
changed everything! The news spread rapidly. The 
little group talked in excited conversations. They met 
together for prayer. Then Jesus appeared before them 
and they all saw Him, except Thomas, who was not 
present. When Thomas was told, he could not be­
lieve, but later he too was with the disciples and saw 
for himself and was overjoyed, crying: “My Lord and 
my God!”
Yes, the great truth of the resurrection is seen 
in the change that came over those disciples. Now 
they were no longer sorrowful, they were no longer 
afraid. They were new persons. On the Day of Pen­
tecost Peter stood up and defied the very officers and 
officials he had once so much feared. He said: “God 
hath made him both Lord and Christ, this Jesus •whom 
ye crucified.” * He did not hesitate to tell his enemies 
of their sin, and he urged them to repent and be saved 
in the name of Christ.
The truth of Easter today is not what we so 
often make it. It is not merely a time to wear new 
clothes and parade our spring finery before others. It 
is a time to remember that since Jesus lives, we live 
too. Life has meaning. It is eternal. Therefore it is 
tremendously important. We must do just as the dis-
• Acts 2:36
CALLED TO SERVE
Speak, Jehovah; for thy servant heareth.—X Samuel 3:9.
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ciples did: dedicate our lives to God, live for his glory 
daily, and tell the wonderful news to every one around 
us. The Christian way to celebrate Easter is to carry 
out the Great Commission of Jesus, who said: “All 
authority hath been given unto me in heaven and on 
earth. Go ye therefore, and make disciples of all the 
nations, baptizing them into the name of the Father 
and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit: teaching them 
co observe all things whatsoever I commanded you: 
and lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of 
the world.” *
One of eugene burnand’s best known pictures is 
entitled, “Go Preach!” It shows Jesus talking to the 
apostle John, asking him to preach His gospel. John 
is very thoughtfully considering the call of Jesus, and 
looks into the distance as though he were trying to see 
just what it means to be a minister of the gospel of his 
Lord.
The picture is a fine presentation of the call of 
Christ to a young man, serious and ready to do his 
will. Sometimes we get the idea that such calls come 
only to young people or to men and women. It is true 
that God is continually calling people to do His work 
in the world and often it is a grown person who is
• Matthew 28: 18-20
■
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needed for some particular task. The Bible tells us 
about the call of Moses. He was eighty years of age 
when God spoke to him in the wilderness by the burn­
ing bush. The call of Isaiah is also recorded. Isaiah 
was a young man when he stood in the temple and saw 
a vision of the Lord high and lifted up. It was then 
that he received his call from God and answered: 
“Here am I, send me.” The disciples were, for the 
most parr, young men when Jesus called them to fol­
low Him that He might train them for the great work 
they were later to do for Him.
Samuel was called as a small boy. The story of 
his call should be familiar to every boy and girl, for it 
shows how God may choose a person for special serv­
ice when he is very young. This gives the best oppor­
tunity for preparation for that service by the proper 
schooling and training. The Bible says Samuel was so 
young when he was called that he did not know it was 
God who was calling. He thought Eli, the old priest, 
was calling him. Three times he rose from his little 
bed and ran to Eli to ask what he wanted. Then the 
wise priest realized that it was God who wanted Sam­
uel to listen and he instructed Samuel to answer the 
Lord and say: “Speak, Jehovah; for thy servant hear- 
eth.” Jehovah then made it clear to Samuel that He 
wanted Samuel to be a prophet to the people. It was 
quite a while before the small boy was old enough and 
prepared to speak as God’s prophet, but from the time 
of his call he got ready for the day when God would 
give him further instructions and send him forth in 
His name.
I
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It would be helpful, I think, if every minister 
would tell the people of his church just how and when 
he heard God’s call to preach the gospel. The stories 
would be varied and interesting, for no two are called 
in just the same way or at the same age. I would like 
to tell you about my call for I think it is especially 
helpful to bovs and girls.
I cannot remember the first time I went to 
church or Sunday school. I am unable to remember, 
because I was too young to walk by myself. My 
mother took me with her to the church. But I can re­
member sitting in the church sanctuary when I was a 
junior boy and listening to the minister preach. 1 can 
see that church room now: the tall stained-glass win­
dows, with the round hinged window's near the top 
that sw'ung open for ventilation. I can also sec the pipe 
organ up front and the choir sitting behind a low cur­
tain held in place by a brass rod or pipe. I remember 
the organist quite well, because he played the organ 
with his whole body. He would lean far to the right, 
or bend over the keys, or lean back, or swing over to 
the left. He was a fine musician, and it seemed that he 
played with all the muscles of his shoulders and hips 
as well as his fingers and his feet.
I can remember some funny things that hap­
pened when I was a boy and went to church: such as 
the owl that had come in by the open window during 
the night and roosted behind the organ and was fright­
ened when the organ began to play. He flew blindly 
around over the heads of the congregation and the 
ushers tried to catch him but were unable to do so and
108 Called To Serve
he finally perched on a beam high up in the corner. I 
also remember when a key on the organ stuck and one 
of the choir men slipped out into the back room to 
fix it. I also remember how some of the women who 
were so fashionably dressed, made quite a noise as 
their silks swished down the aisle. I remember the 
hard oak benches and the great chandelier of gas lights 
which the sexton used to light with a long pole, on 
one prong of which was a groove used in turning on 
the gas and on the other prong a tiny lighted wax 
taper.
But all these things were not really important. 
I remember best of all our minister. His name was Dr. 
AV. P. Walker, the first pastor our church ever had. . 
He was not such an old man, but he had a long beard. 
I guess most men had beards then. I know my father 
had a moustache, but I can see our minister standing 
behind his pulpit, wearing a long Prince Albert coat 
and a long beard. Now I do not remember a word 
our minister ever said, and I am not sure that I under­
stood much that he said when I was a boy, but I do 
remember how much in earnest he was and how fer­
vently he preached. He spoke so that he could be 
heard all over that large sanctuary, and when he got 
into his sermon he shouted so he could be heard ’way 
down the block. I remember quite well one Sunday 
when I was ill and could not go to church. We lived 
next door, and, with the church windows open and 
our windows open too, I could easily hear every word 
our minister said.
You know, I believe boys and girls can catch
I
of Dr. Walker as a very small boy many years ago. 
I knew he meant just what he said and that he felt 
everyone must believe it too. He wanted every one to 
be saved and he told them the way of salvation. He 
invited them to come to the front of the church and 
confess Christ as their Saviour. I know I said to my­
self: “Some day I am going to stand in a pulpit and 
tell men about Christ and invite them to come to 
Him.”
Yes, I heard God call me when I was a small 
boy and I have never forgotten. I did some things that 
might be called funny now, but they were not funny 
to me then. We had a flock of chickens in the back 
yard, and I went out there and preached to the chick­
ens. I shouted like our minister did. It did not help 
the chickens any, but it did help me to understand my 
call and to keep on trying to know more about God’s 
will that I might prepare myself to do it.
When I went to grade school, although I never 
told a soul—not even my mother or father—I knew 
that some day I would be a preacher. I was more cer­
tain of it when I went to high school and then, when 
I was graduated from high school and was preparing 
to go to college, my Sunday-school teacher asked me 
about my plans and when I hesitated to tell him, he 
said: “Julius, I always thought you were called to be 
a minister.” Then I told him my secret and was happy 
that he knew, and soon all of our church family knew 
and I was glad. My Sunday-school teacher was J. R.
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the spirit of a sincere man of God even if they do not 
understand what he says. I know I caught the spirit 
 II 1
RECEIVING AND GIVING
Remember the words of the Lord Jesus, that he himself 




It was announced that something most unusual 
would happen at the church on the first Sunday in 
May and it was the talk over every dinner table the 
Sunday it was announced by the pastor. Everyone 
was wondering what it might be and all sorts of 
guesses were made. Of course, the trustees or the 
deacons must have known in advance, but if they did 
they were certainly good at keeping secrets, for not a 
word leaked out. As you can imagine, there was a big 
crowd at church on the Sunday the secret was to be 
told. Whole families sat together, and some even said 
it was like having two Easter Sundays in one year.
The service proceeded as usual. The congre-
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attorney, and the man I referred to as 
organ with his whole body. He was, and 
is, a great teacher, not only wise in the truths of God, 
but understanding in the ways of boys as well. No 
one can measure the good he has done through the 
years through his influence in the lives of youth.
To finish my story: I went away to the univer­
sity and later to the seminary, and no one can possi­
bly know how wonderful it is to be God’s minister 
except one who has heard His call and has answered: 
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gation sang “Holy, Holy, Holy” as the choir marched 
in. Everyone prayed the Lord’s Prayer together and 
the responsive scripture was read. Some even won­
dered if the pastor had forgotten that this was the big 
day, or had gotten his dates mixed up, but others no­
ticed the twinkle in his eye from the very opening of 
the service.
The first intimation that the secret was about 
to be revealed came after the pastor had told the chil­
dren their story. Instead of asking them to rise and 
march down to the Junior Church rooms, he said: 
“Today, boys and girls, I am going to ask you to stay 
here in the sanctuary for the entire sendee. You will 
please go back and sit with your fathers and mothers 
and keep your eyes and your ears wide open.”
Then the big surprise was sprung. After the 
announcements had been made, the ushers came for­
ward for the offering plates, and the pastor made a 
special announcement. He said: “Fellow members, 
each Sunday wc have passed the offering plates and 
you have been given an opportunity to put your con­
tributions in the plates. Today we are going to re­
verse the process. Instead of putting money in the 
plates, you are asked this morning to take out of the 
plates. You will find on each plate three rolls of bills. 
They are of three denominations: ten dollars, five dol­
lars, and one dollar. Take whichever denomination 
you wish according to your ability to invest it and 
use it for the Lord. I would suggest that the boys and 
girls take a dollar each; the young people five dollars; 
and the adults ten dollars. This is the Lord’s money.
I
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Take it and use it to make more money. One month 
from today, bring back the money you have made 
with the Lord’s money, and put it back on the plate. 
You are to act out the parable of the talents. That 
story is just as true today as when our Lord told it to 
his disciples.” Then the plates were passed and the 
congregation did as they had been told, though it took 
them minutes to get over their surprise at this kind of 
“reverse offering.” The pastor preached a sermon on 
the parable of the talents and the pounds, and every 
one listened carefully.
John and Mary took their one-dollar bills from 
the plate, for mother said they should do as the pastor 
had asked them to do. They were so excited they 
could hardly sit still, but they did listen to the sermon, 
because they wanted to know how to use their dollars 
for the Lord.
At the dinner table they talked until nearly 
three o’clock, for not only did John and Mary need to 
talk about their investments, but mother and father 
must do a lot of discussing too in order to make the 
very best use of the money they had been given at 
the church service. Finally, Mary decided to buy 
some yam, for she had learned to knit socks and it 
would take just about a dollar’s worth of yarn to knit 
a pair of men’s socks. She determined to do such a 
neat job that her work would be attractive and would 
sell for a profit. John decided on a model airplane 
kit, in fact, the very one he had been looking at in 
the store on Saturday. He would make such a fine 
model transport plane that it would look just like the
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one that flew over their house every day on its way 
to Detroit.
As they look back over those days now, Mary 
and John say the month of May was both the busiest 
aind the happiest month they can remember. Mary 
had to work hard to get her socks finished in time. Of 
course, she did drop some stitches, several times in 
fact, but mother helped her get the work straightened 
out again, and when Mr. Randall next door knew they 
were finished, he said he must have them and gave 
Alary §2.50 for them. In fact, he told Mary when he 
first heard about the church project that she must sell 
the socks to him, and he was really a satisfied custo­
mer. John had no difficulty in selling his airplane 
cither. As a matter of fact, he grew so fond of that 
plane as he worked on it that he would have liked to 
keep it, but he remembered he was to be a steward, so 
he sold it to the manager of the airport station, who 
had learned about John’s model through a conversa­
tion at the Kiwanis Club where John’s father was tell­
ing about the church and the collection plate surprise. 
The airport manager was so well pleased with the 
model plane—he said it was a splendid reproduction 
of the real plane that took off from the airport every 
morning—that he gave John three dollars for the plane 
and hung it in his office.
Of course, both John and Mary were happy. 
Their parents were happy too. In fact, when the first 
Sunday of June came around and the people of the 
church came with their earnings from the Lord’s 
monev to place on the offering plates, there were
A BOY’S GIFT THAT BLESSED 
THOUSANDS
There is a lad here, who hath five bar­
ley loaves, and two fishes.—John 6:9.
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smiles all over the church. Practically everyone pres­
ent had been able to double the money received. Some 
did even better than that. So it was a great day when 
they piled the money on the plates and all stood to 
sing the doxology. On the way home, John said: 
“Now I know the meaning of that text which says it 
is more blessed to give than to receive,” and all agreed, 
for all were happier over making their fine offering 
than they had been the Sunday of the great surprise. 
“Now, since I know how good it feels to give my 
best,” said Mary, “I am going to try to keep on giving 
my best every Sunday and every day of the week!”
The story of the feeding of the five thousand is 
one of the best known incidents in the life of Jesus. 
Because it is so familiar we take for granted that we 
know all about it and fail to look for the many hidden 
treasures that might be found there.
We are interested because there is a boy in the 
middle of the story, and that boy helped Jesus to per­
form a miracle; but the story begins with other people 
and other incidents clear over on the other side of the 
lake. The day started for the disciples as they re­
turned to Jesus from a preaching mission. They had
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been sent out to preach that the Kingdom of God was 
at hand, and to teach and heal the sick. They went 
out with fear and trembling on this assignment for 
though they had been with Jesus as he preached and 
healed, they had not actually tried to do these things 
themselves. Having attempted to do just as Jesus had 
instructed them, they were so successful and had such 
a thrill in the work, they came back with great ex­
citement to tell Jesus all about it. People were moving 
around them in such crowds, however, that they were 
unable to carry on their conversation. So Jesus sug­
gested that they take a boat and cross over to the other 
side of the lake, where they might be alone for a quiet 
talk together.
But the people were so eager to see and hear 
Jesus that when they saw the little group get into the 
boat, they immediately started on foot to the other 
side of the lake, walking around the shore line. Per­
haps Jesus and the disciples noticed them doing this, 
and perhaps not. At any rate, when the disciples 
pulled the boat up to the opposite shore, there were 
rhe people—thousands of them—waiting on the bank. 
Now, here is a little touch in the story which tells us 
something of the great heart of Jesus. Fie was tired 
and needed rest. He also wanted to be alone with His 
disciples to hear about their preaching trip. But the 
people were waiting for a sermon from the Great 
Teacher. So, as Mark puts it: “He had compassion on 
ithem, because they were as sheep not having a shep­
herd: and he began to teach them many things.” *
• Mark 6:34
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So interested were the people, that the sermon 
went on and on, and finally it was evening. Everyone 
had been so intent on the words of the Master they 
had not even thought of mealtime and now it was so 
late they could not get home before dark. The dis­
ciples realized what had happened and they came to 
Jesus and suggested that He send the crowd away so 
they could stop by the small villages on the way home 
and get a bite to eat. Jesus surprised the disciples by 
saying: “They have no need to go away; give ye them 
to eat.” They said such a thing was impossible, for it 
would take more money than rhe total they all had.
Then the most interesting part of the storv be­
gan. Suddenly a small boy appeared from nowhere. 
At least, he came into the story “out of thin air,” but 
I imagine he had been right there near Jesus, listening 
to Him, all afternoon. He was so close that he over­
heard the disciples when they said it was impossible 
to feed so many people out there on the hillside. But 
he had also heard Jesus ask them to give the people 
their meal before sending them away. He was the one 
person in that group who showed that he thoroughly 
believed in Jesus and had faith that He would meet the 
situation if only He could find someone who would 
help Him. So the boy stepped right up and pulled 
Andrew’s sleeve, and told him about his lunch of five 
little buns and two dried fish. He was ^lad to guve it 
to Jesus and only wished he had more to give.
Now notice the difference between the faith of 
the boy and the faith of Andrew. Andrew reported 
to Jesus that the boy had offered his lunch, but he
-
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added: “But what are these among so many?” Jesus 
did not feel as Andrew did. Often Jesus must wait 
for someone who has faith enough before He can be­
gin to help solve a problem or meet a great need. Of­
ten, just as in this case on the hillside, it takes a boy 
or a girl, a young person, to kindle the faith that is 
needed in the group to give Jesus a chance to do great 
things for them.
You know the end of the story. Because Jesus 
found a boy who was willing to help Him by giving 
Him all he had, though it was little, a great miracle 
was performed that day. It is just the same today. 
Jesus is expecting you and me to be willing to do our 
part, and give what we have, to make a beginning so 
He can build on that and accomplish a great work for 
the Kingdom cause. There are always plenty of peo­
ple who say it cannot be done, and plenty more who 
are ready to “let George do it”; but the hero of the 
hour is the person who is ready to give what he has, 
and do what he can, asking God to take it, and bless 
it, and use it to His glory. With God, it is not a ques­
tion of how much we can give, but rather how willing 
we are to give what we have. Most important of all, 
we must give ourselves with our gifts, backing them up 
with our faith, our loyalty, and our love.
We are glad there was a lad close by that day 
when Jesus needed a helper. We are glad so many 
boys and girls stand close by today eager to give what 
they have for Jesus to bless and use, and always ready 
to hear FI is call and go and do what Fie wants them 
to do.
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ENVOY OF PEACE
Peace 1 leave with you; ?>iy peace 
I give unto you.—John 14:27.
When i called on miss muriel lester to close our 
meeting with prayer after she had brought her won­
derful message to us and had answered our questions 
following the talk, she prayed in the words of Jesus’ 
benediction: “Peace I leave with you. . .
You see, Miss Lester had been talking to us 
about her recent trip to Europe. There, in France, 
Germany, Czechoslovakia, Poland, and other Euro­
pean countries, she had found people living in fear as 
well as in great distress. They were afraid because 
they did not know what might happen tomorrow. 
But even there she found Christian people who were 
making the most of what they were able to get from 
day to day, sharing with each other the meager little 
they had, and expressing thanks to God for His good­
ness to them. They were not afraid, because they 
trusted in God. They had the peace Jesus referred to 
when He said: “My peace I give unto you.”
Miss Lester told almost unbelievable stories 
about the expressions of these European Christians in 
deeds of kindness and forgiveness. She told of men 
and women who had been in concentration camps dur­
ing the war, yet, when they were released by the 
Americans, were not bitter or revengeful toward those
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who had imprisoned them. They wanted to do good 
and not evil. When the chance came, they did a good 
turn to their former enemies. They were forgiving. 
They were kind. They were helpful. Story after 
story was told of the Christian service rendered by 
people who themselves had been tortured and im­
prisoned by the Nazis. They were determined to be 
Christian and return good for evil.
The messa<rc Miss Muriel Lester crave us was a 
thrilling one, but much more wonderful than all her 
messages and all her books is Miss Lester herself. I 
asked her when she first caught the vision of social 
sendee and she told me it was at a factory girls’ party, 
when she was nineteen. You see, Miss Lester’s family 
was a well-to-do family and she had always had what­
ever she wanted. She lived in a fine house in the best 
part of the city. Often she was taken on trips to the 
Continent, where she visited many famous places and 
saw many interesting things, but she had always been 
curious about the East Side of London, which is the 
slum section of that great city. Yes, she had only been 
curious about the ugly sights and bad smells of Lon­
don’s poor neighborhood until that night when she 
met the girls who worked in factories ten hours a day 
and all their lives had never had a chance to do just 
what they wished or have a real good time.
Because her interest became more than curios­
ity and she became really concerned about the people 
who lived in the Bow district, Miss Lester got in touch 
with a church in that neighborhood and began mak­
ing talks to mothers’ groups, and also taught a Bible
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class composed of factory girls. She continued to live 
in her own fine house and just went to the East Side 
two nights a week. But she became more and more 
concerned about the people, with their many prob­
lems, there in the neglected part of the great city and 
so she left her beautiful home and rented a room in 
Bow. That is how Muriel Lester came to live with the 
people she had learned to love, and she began meeting 
them and working with them, not two nights a week, 
but every day and all day long.
Miss Lester took to the people of Bow a great 
challenge. It was the teaching of the Sermon on the 
Mount and the Spirit of the Christ of the Mount. She 
believed the principles of Jesus would work in East 
London just as they worked in her own home and she 
determined to put them into practice. At first her 
new friends sneered at such an experiment. Life was 
hard for them there and they saw no hope of making 
it any happier or any better. But Miss Lester’s faith 
could not be smothered, and it soon became conta­
gious. Yes, men became interested in a “teetotal" 
lounge where no alcohol was served—right there in 
the midst of rows of “pubs,” or saloons. The women 
became interested in mothers’ clubs, and sewing and 
cooking schools were organized. The children were 
delighted to come to play games and do all kinds of 
hand work under the direction of Miss Lester.
Then the First World War came. The soldiers 
were called and went forth to their dangerous and 
terrible task. Miss Lester’s brother, Kingsley Lester, 
lost his life in the service. His death was a great blow
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to all his family, but especially to Miss Muriel, for he 
had also been interested in helping the poor people 
in Bow. Because of this interest, her father offered to 
build a house in Bow as a memorial to Kingsley, to be 
used by Miss Muriel in working with the people there. 
This is how Kingsley Flail came to be built. It was a 
home for the homeless and a friendly roof for the 
friendless in the East End of London, and Miss Muriel 
Lester was the hostess and good neighbor who pre­
sided over its hospitality.
With Kingsley Flail as a meeting place, the 
program grew rapidly. There were many testing 
times though when it was a question whether the good 
work could go on or not, but always the way of Jesus 
won out and the work prospered. During the War, 
when people were divided into friends and enemies, 
and all strangers were suspected and questioned. Miss 
Lester and the folks at Kingsley Hall determined to 
be friends with every one and to continue their prac­
tice of love and good will for all. They drew no na­
tional or color line and treated every one alike. They 
were criticized for this by some who thought it to be 
unpatriotic, but Miss Lester always said it was better 
to please Jesus than to try to please the critics.
No one can possibly measure the good that has 
been done by Miss Lester’s program in East London. 
Kingsley Flail was soon found to be too small a build­
ing to house the many activities, and so a new Kings­
ley Hall was built on Powis Road, and there is where 
the work is carried on today. But the influence of the 
work goes far beyond London and Europe. As Miss
THE MOST WONDERFUL MOTHER
Behold, thy ?>iother!—Jcini 19:27.
The text we have chosen for mother’s day was 
spoken by Jesus about His own mother when He 
asked His beloved disciple, John, to care for her after 
He was gone. However, it is a good text for each one 
of us on Mother’s Day, as well as on other days, for 
we should consider our mothers and be thankful for 
them and do them honor.
We live in a time when queens are being 
chosen and crowned for every occasion. There is the 
May queen, the apple blossom queen, the automobile 
queen, the tulip festival queen, the campus queen, and 
no end of queens chosen to add beauty and grace to 
the various special programs people celebrate. Today 
we wish to talk about the most wonderful mother in 
the world, though we think all mothers are queens on 
Mother’s Day and all other days.
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Lester travels, visiting with friends in all parts of the 
world, she carries the spirit of Kingsley Hall with her: 
the spirit of friendship and service in the name of 
Jesus; and wherever she goes, she talks of building 
peace by following Jesus, and gives the people the 
benediction of our Lord: “Peace I leave with you; 
my peace I give unto you. . . . Let not your heart be 
troubled, neither let it be fearful.”
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It isn’t fair for one person to decide on such an 
important matter and even a committee is not demo­
cratic enough. So our whole group this morning will 
put together our ideas about mother and decide just 
what the most wonderful mother in the world is like. 
Let each of you be thinking and each of you help us 
with your suggestions.
First of all, how old is the most wonderful 
mother? Twenty-five, thirty-five, forty, fifty. Yes, 
and I want to add my idea too, and I think the most 
wonderful mother is eighty-six years old.
What color is her hair? Black, blonde, red, 
brown. Thank you. I want to add a thought here too. 
I think the most wonderful mother’s hair is white, 
snow white.
What size shall we say this wonderful mother 
is? You say she is tall and slender, very small, medium 
height, short and plump, tall and robust. Let me add 
my idea here too. I think she is frail and bent, and 
weighs only about one hundred pounds.
Now, before we go further, don’t you see what 
all of us are doing? It is just as natural as can be and I 
suspected it would be just like this, but each of us is 
thinking about a person we know very well indeed, 
and each of us is describing that person as his idea of 
the most wonderful mother in the world. Further­
more, that particular person in each case happens to 
be the mother of the one who is answering the ques­
tions.
That is just as it should be. I certainly would 
not want it to be otherwise. When someone begins
But the real reason we began talking about the 
most wonderful mother in the world, was for the pur­
pose of doing her honor. If that mother were a per­
son known all around the world, a famous mother to 
whom millions of people tried to do honor, you and I 
would not count for much, for no one person counts 
for much among millions of people. But when we 
find that the most wonderful mother in all the world— 
for us—is our own mother right here in our own home, 
doesn’t that give us a great chance to do honor to this 
queen of Mother’s Day? Yes, it gives us an unusual 
opportunity, for it just happens that you mean more 
to your mother and you can do more to make her 
happy than any other boy or girl on the globe. Just 
think that over a bit, and you will see how true it is. 
Just a little something which you give your mother, 
or do because you love her, means more to her than 
for the governor to write her a letter and tell her she 
is a wonderful mother and doing a fine job making a 
Christian home for her children. You are the one who 
really counts with your mother.
How shall we honor our mothers on /Mother’s
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talking about the most wonderful mother in the worldi 
of course, you know that that person is talking about 
your mother. As an actual fact, he is probably talking 
about his own mother, for the truth is that his mother 
is the most wonderful person for him, and your 
mother is the most wonderful person for you, and 
neither of you would be willing for a million dollars to 
trade your mothers. Now, isn’t that just about how it 
is?
a
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Day? I’m sure you have already thought about it and 
have probably already done something about it. Per­
haps you told your mother you loved her when you 
first got up this morning. Perhaps you gave her a little 
present you had made for her, or a bunch of violets 
you had picked for her. Whatever it was, I know 
without your telling me, your mother thanked you 
with a kiss, because she appreciated that gift more 
than any words could express.
Now, 1 want to ask you another question, and 
I am not going to expect you to answer it out loud, 
but just to yourself. Did you do or say anything later 
that was not in the same tune with “I love you, 
mother?” Did you say a cross word, or refuse to do 
something mother asked you to do, or did you just 
start doing something you wanted to do and forget 
all about mother there in the kitchen with the dishes 
and the many things she must do before starting for 
church? You sec, honoring mother cannot be done 
with one little speech or with one little gift. It can 
be done only by living out our love and our apprecia­
tion and by being ourselves live gifts to her day after 
day and all day long. The only real gift you can give 
your mother is to be the kind of boy or girl she wants 
you to be (and you know just what kind I mean) and 
to do the kind of things and say the kind of things 
that make her happy.
So I am going to make a suggestion this morn­
ing. The only kind of celebration of Mother’s Day 
that amounts to anything at all, is to make every day
PROMOTION DAY
*
And Jesus advanced in wisdom and stature, 
and in favor with God and men.-l.vKE 2:52.
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mother’s day and celebrate it by being the fine person 
your mother deserves to have as her own child.
COMMENCEMENT EXERCISES FOR OUR THREE HIGH 
schools is always a great occasion. At this particular 
time, some of my readers will remember, the audito­
rium was filled to capacity, which means five thou­
sand, and many were standing besides. There were six 
hundred and seventy-one graduates and, of course, 
their fathers and mothers, brothers and sisters, uncles 
and aunts, neighbors and friends, were all there to see 
them graduate.
The speaker, Dr. Willard E. Goslin, of Min­
neapolis, stated in his introductory remarks that a 
high-school graduation is one of the most typical 
American occasions we have, and is a community 
affair of the best sort. He was an interesting speaker 
and was himself typically American. When he no­
ticed the many people standing at the back of the 
auditorium, he said: “You will get pretty tired stand­
ing there so long. Why don’t you go out and get a 
coke and come back in time to see the diplomas dis­
tributed?” He told the members of the graduating 
class he knew they were just accepting him as some­
thing to be endured as a necessary evil, and that the
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real business of the evening would begin after the 
commencement was over. Then he made a really fine 
speech which those graduates will not soon forget.
There is also a kind of commencement in the 
church. It is not just like the high-school commence­
ment, but it is a promotion day. In the church and in 
the Christian life you never finish and get a diploma, 
but you do get promotion certificates as you grow 
up and move on from one department or grade to an­
other. On such a day a group of Beginners is pro­
moted from the Beginners department to the Primary 
department. The top grade of the Primary depart­
ment is promoted to the Junior department, and the 
top grade of the Junior department is promoted to the 
Junior High department. But all are promoted from 
each class to the next higher, in which they begin new 
courses of study, and grow in Christian living.
You have studied the life of Jesus and you re­
member His visit with his parents to the Temple at 
Jerusalem when He was twelve years of age. You 
recall that his parents started back home and had 
gone a day’s journey when they missed Him and 
turned back to find out what had happened to Him. 
They found Him in the Temple, talking with the 
teachers and scribes, both answering and asking ques­
tions. That is the way to learn: ask questions about 
things that interest you, and also talk freely about the 
things you can explain to those who ask you questions. 
Jesus was a boy like boys today: He asked questions 
that He might learn about those things that were new 
and strange to Him. I am sure the big city held many
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unusual sights and experiences for a boy from a small 
town like Nazareth. But especially was He interested 
in the Temple, which was the high place of worship 
and religious instruction for Jews scattered through­
out the world. Jesus was fortunate in finding men in 
the Temple who were willing to take time to talk to 
a boy of twelve and help Him find the answers to His 
questions.
Then, you remember, Jesus went back to 
Nazareth with His parents, and the writer of the ac­
count adds: “And Jesus advanced in wisdom and stat­
ure, and in favor with God and men.”
We have called those words the text of the 
fourfold life. We expect a boy to grow if he is nor­
mal, but all boys and girls do not grow in all the ways 
that are important. Jesus grew not only in body and 
in mind, but also in His understanding of God and in 
cooperating with other people. That is a balanced 
development.
Cartoonists put ideas in pictures, many of 
which are so well drawn that you can catch the idea 
at a glance. I can think of pictures to illustrate the 
fourfold life text, showing both the right way and the 
wrong way to grow. Think of a picture of a boy 
with big strong muscles but a tiny head, illustrating 
his growth of body but not of mind. Then think of 
a picture of a boy with a well-proportioned body and 
head, but with a sour expression always on his face, 
suggesting that he was bright and physically strong, 




I once saw a cartoon which was drawn to illus­
trate the case of a boy who was grown up in body 
and mind, but was ignorant in things religious. The 
sketch showed a tall fellow wearing a mortar-board 
hat (the kind graduating seniors wear), but his clothes 
were entirely too small for him. He was wearing ankle 
socks, pants that looked like shorts but were really 
child’s rompers, and a little coat that was just about 
half large enough for him to wear comfortably. The 
artist explained his picture with the caption: “His 
Sunday clothes are outgrown.” I think he meant that 
this boy had grown tall in body and was probably an 
athlete with muscles well developed; he had grown in 
mind, for he was being graduated from high school or 
college; but in matters of religion he was still a mere 
child, for he had not attended Sunday school or 
church since he was a small boy, and really knew no 
more about religion than a Beginner or Primary child 
would know.
One of the most important and most wonderful 
things in life is growth. Your parents would be 
greatly worried if you did not grow bigger every 
year. They expect you to outgrow your clothes and 
they expect to buy you larger sizes each year. It is 
just as important that you grow in your mind and 
grow in your heart and soul as well.
So Promotion Day is important. It marks a 
stage in the growth of each of you. It says that you 
should be both wiser and better, as well as older and 
taller than you were a year ago. It is a time for you to 
check up and ask yourself if you are being promoted
FATHER’S DAY
Like ns a father pitietb his children, so Jehovah 
pitieth them that fear him—Psalm 103:13.
Yesterday i received a letter that was different. 
It stood out among all the letters on my desk. It was 
not in an envelope. Letter and envelope were one, for 
the letter itself was folded over to make an envelope. 
It came air mail and had four stamps: one blue, one 
orange, and two lavender. At first glance one could 
see it came from a distant country. When I read the 
postmark I found it came from India. Then I guessed 
who wrote it and what it was about.
Before I tell you what was in the letter, I must 
go back four months and tell you about another letter 
I got in February. It came from Canada, from a man 
I have never met. This man in Canada said he had 
written to a mutual friend, Dr. Jesse Wilson of New
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just because you are a year older, or because you are 
also growing in favor with God and with men.
I know a boy who has our text framed and 
hung in his room, right under Hoffman’s picture of 
Jesus in the Temple. I think it is a fine idea. Perhaps 
you will want to do the same thing. It is even better to 
write the words in your mind, so you will never forget 
them. They will remind you always of the four ways 
God expects you to grow: “And Jesus advanced in 
wisdom and stature, and in favor with God and men.”
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York, and Dr. Wilson had suggested that he write me. 
The object of the letter was an Indian boy enrolled as 
a student at Michigan State College in East Lansing, 
Michigan. The father of this boy, a Deputy Inspector 
General of Police, in charge of law enforcement over 
a large section of South India, was worried about his 
son, Walter. Walter had not written home for several 
weeks, and his father was very much concerned about 
him. This father talked to the missionary in his home 
city and the missionary wrote his home office in 
Canada. The secretary of the mission board in To­
ronto wrote my friend in New York and then wrote 
me and asked me to drive out to the campus in East 
Lansing—just about five miles from my home—and pay 
Walter a visit.
I drove out to see Walter the very same day I 
received the letter and located him at the address given 
in the letter from Toronto. I found Walter to be a 
very fine fellow. lie wondered how I knew about 
him and who had told me his address. Fie did not 
even know the missionary, when I mentioned his 
name, for Walter had been away from his Indian 
home, studying in Madras for several years, and had 
not met the new missionary recently come to his home 
city. I asked Walter when he had last written home 
and he thought a moment and said: “Not very long 
ago, I think.” Then I asked him if it might have been 
as longr as a month or six weeks and he did not think 
it could have been so Iona. You see Walter was so 
busy with his studies he had not realized how fast the 
time was flying by. He thought he had written home
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rather frequently, while, as a matter of fact, there had 
been a great deal of time between letters.
We had a nice visit, and when I left Walter 
promised me to write home oftener in the future, for 
he loved his father and mother and was sorry they 
were caused to worry about him because of his failure 
to write often.
Then came the letter from India. Yes, it was 
from the missionary in Walter’s home city in South 
India, and it was a “thank you” letter to me for my 
visit to Walter. It was a word of appreciation from 
Walter’s father sent by the missionary, for Walter was 
writing regularly now, and his father was pleased and 
thankful.
So here was an Indian father, worrying about 
his boy attending college in America, on the other side 
of the globe from his home. Fathers and mothers are 
all alike whether in America, or India, or Europe, or 
China, or anywhere else in the world. They love 
their children and want them to be happy. They be­
come worried when they do not hear from their boys 
and girls who are visiting in distant places, and arc 
made happy when these boys and girls of theirs re­
member to keep them informed of their welfare. 
They are most happy when they know their children 
are behaving as they should and following the rules of 
good living they learned at home.
In scripture we are told that God is like our 
Father, though infinite in His love. In Psalm 103 we 
read: “Like as a father pitieth his children, so Jehovah 
pitieth them that fear him.” Yes, we learn to know the
MULTIPLICATION
And others fell into the good ground, and yielded 
fruit, growing tip and increasing; and brought forth, 
thirtyfold and sixty fold and a hundredfold.—Mark 4:8.
|
If you have been riding along I he highway during 
harvest time you have seen the great fields of wheat. 
Some fields are light brown in color, some dark brown, 
but all are ripening and nearly ready for the harvest. 
The newspaper reported one week that farmers were 
expecting the largest wheat crop in fifty years, and 
unless something unexpected happened within the next 
few weeks, the farmers would have that great harvest.
When I look at wheat fields, I like to think 
of the fact that Jesus also looked at fields and that they 
reminded Him of God’s goodness to men. Jesus al-
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fatherly character of God by the kindness and loving 
care we receive from our own fathers. We know that 
our father will never fail us. He will make any sacri­
fice that is necessary for our good. He will stand by 
us to the very end. God is like that, though immeas­
urably better, for He is not limited in His power or 
His love.
On this Father’s Day, let us thank God for our 
fathers and determine that not only on Father’s Day, 
but every day, we will, with God’s help, be the kind 
of boy or girl our father can really be proud of—the 
kind that will make his heart glad.
134 Multiplication
ways thought of the Heavenly Father when He saw 
trees, flowers, and birds, and the beauties of the out- 
of-doors. It must have been a day when Jesus saw a 
farmer sowing wheat that He told the parable about 
the sower that went forth to sow. You will remember 
that as the farmer did his planting, the seed fell in 
different kinds of soil. Some seed fell on the hard 
pathway and the birds soon ate it. Some fell on rocky 
ground. It sprouted but soon died, for there was no 
soil to nourish it. Some fell among thorns and the 
thorns choked and killed the young wheat plants. But 
some fell on good ground and it grew and multiplied, 
some thirtyfold,’some sixtyfold, and some a hundred­
fold. Yes, you plant a single grain of wheat, and the 
stock that heads up will produce sometimes as many 
as 150 grains of wheat. This is a wonderful increase.
The other day I heard the story of a man who 
was listening to a Quaker preacher one Sunday morn­
ing in the meeting house and his attention was caught 
by the verse about wheat in John 12:24: “Verily, 
verily, I say unto you, Except a grain of wheat fall 
into the earth and die, it abideth by itself alone; but if 
it die, it beareth much fruit.”
Mr. Perry Hayden, of Tecumseh, Michigan, 
determined to put that text to a practical test. He 
took one cubic inch of high-grade wheat and planted 
it in a plot of good ground just 4x6 feet. When the 
wheat was ripe he asked twelve Christian people—in 
token of the twelve disciples—to cut it with a sickle 
and cull out the wheat by hand. Then Mr. Hayden 
gave one-tenth of the wheat to the Lord and planted
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the remaining nine-tenths. This took a plot of ground 
24 x 60 feet. This crop was harvested with old-fash­
ioned cradles, and several older men who had used 
these cradle scythes when they were young men did 
the harvesting. Again the tithe was given to the Lord 
and the nine-tenths planted. It took an acre of ground 
this time. Mr. Henry Ford became interested in the 
project and loaned some of his old-fashioned horse- 
drawn machines for the job. He took them from his 
museum in Greenfield Village. When the crop was 
ripe and harvested, again one-tenth was given to the 
Lord and the rest planted. The fifth year it took 230 
acres for the planting, and the sixth year it took all the 
land of 276 farmers, and the final crop was 75,000 
bushels of wheat, worth $150,000. The tithe was sent 
to Europe to help feed the starving people there.
Mr. Hayden did not continue the experiment 
longer, for he followed the Biblical law which says 
the land should rest the seventh year, but he did some 
figuring and reported that if the planting had con­
tinued for ten years, the wheat fields would have 
covered the entire United States, and in thirteen years, 
they would have covered the globe. What an amazing 
demonstration of God’s multiplication of His blessings 
to man!
Even greater than these material blessings are 
God’s spiritual blessings to man, and His willingness 
to multiply our usefulness in His service is so wonder­
ful no one has ever been able to test it out completely. 
One man tried once, however. Yes, he did in spiritual 
things what Mr. Hayden did with wheat. This man’s
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name was Dwight, and as a boy he left his home in 
Northfield, Massachusetts and went to Boston to work 
in a shoe store for his uncle. His uncle was a good 
man but a very severe one, and he put some pretty 
strict requirements on Dwight. Dwight was willing 
to abide by them, however, for he wanted to make 
good. He did make good, not only in selling shoes, 
but also in dedicating his life to God. His Sunday- 
school teacher came to him in the store one day and 
said: “Dwight, don’t you feel it is time for you to give 
your heart to Jesus?” Dwight had been thinking of 
this important matter and he did give his heart to 
Christ. Then he began to think: What could God do 
with a boy if he had absolutely all of that boy’s life 
dedicated to His will? Fie determined to find out by 
experiment.
Later Dwight L. Moody—for that was his full 
name—moved to Chicago, and there he started his 
great work in Christian sendee. He gathered up boys 
from the streets and formed them into a Sunday- 
school class. He was such an interesting teacher that 
these boys invited their friends to come with them to 
hear Mr. Moody. Their parents also became interested 
and wanted to hear him. So, in time, Mr. Moody 
began speaking to great crowds of people. People 
in other cities also wanted to hear him and sent in­
vitations for him to visit their cities. He became 
known not only all over America, but all over the 
world. It is said that during the great Chicago World’s 
Fair Mr. Moody held revival meetings and often more 
people attended his meeting than attended the Fair.
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Friends of Dwight L. Moody have estimated 
that during; his life time he won more than one million 
people for Christ. Can you imagine such a multiplica­
tion of good in one man’s life? Yes, it was God who 
dlid the multiplying and Mr. Moody was just like the 
farmer with the wheat: he did only the sowing and 
the reaping. In fact, we might say, he did only the 
reaping, for the Spirit of God prepared the hearts of 
people for the gospel which Mr. Moody preached.
One day when Jesus was talking to His disci­
ples about the wheat fields, white unto harvest, His 
disciples realized He was talking about people and not 
j ust wheat. He was talking of men and women who 
could be won for Him if only the disciples would talk 
with them and show them the way. Then Jesus said: 
“Pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that he 
send forth laborers into his harvest.” *
Does it seem peculiar to you that we should 
beg God to save people? Of course Jesus did not 
mean that. I think he meant that if you and I become 
so concerned about people who do not know God’s 
Hove, that we pray for them, then God will have the 
chance to whisper in our own ears and say: “I want 
you to be a harvester and win these people for me.”
• Matthew 9:38
I
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GREATEST MAN IN THE WORLD
He that is greatest among you shall 
be your servant.—Matthew 23:11.
Recently an article appeared in one of our pop­
ular magazines with the startling title: “The Greatest 
Man in the World.” Few people could turn aside 
from such an article without at least glancing over the 
pages to see who was considered to be so great, and 
why.
Perhaps you saw the article and perhaps you 
have read about this great man. He is Dr. Albert 
Schweitzer, world-famous theologian, philosopher, or­
ganist, and missionary doctor; founder and director of 
the mission hospital at Lambarene in French Equato­
rial Africa.
The story of Dr. Schweitzer’s life is an inter­
esting one. As a boy he was looked upon by other 
boys in the group as a “gentleman” because his father 
was a preacher and could afford better food and cloth­
ing for him than most of the other fathers could af­
ford for their boys. But Albert did not want to be 
different. He wanted to be one of the fellows. So, 
even though he got whippings at home for it, he 
would go to school without his overcoat and shiver in 
the cold just because several of his companions had 
no overcoat.
One day, on the school playground, Albert was
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wrestling with another boy and succeeded in getting 
him down. The other boy sneered at Albert: “Yes, if 
I got broth to eat twice a week as you do, I would 
be as strong as you are!” That caused Albert to do 
a lot of thinking, and the food on his table did not 
taste so good as it did before, because he was always 
thinking of the boys who did not have enough to eat.
Another incident caused Albert to do more 
thinking about his responsibility toward others. One 
day he saw a statue carved by the French sculptor, 
Frederic Auguste Bartholdi. This is the man who J
designed and built the great Statue of Liberty which 
stands in New York harbor, a gift to Americans from 
the people of France. The statue which Albert saw 
told a story not of freedom, but of slavery and mis­
treatment of the people of Africa. It was the figure 
of a white slave driver standing over a Negro slave 
with a whip. Albert determined then and there to 
prepare for the time when he could befriend the slave 
and treat him as a brother, and that is just what he has 
been doing down in the jungles of Africa for thirty- 
five years.
But why should a man be called great for being 
a missionary, when there are so many missionaries all 
around the world today?
I think the answer to that question is that Dr. 
Schweitzer is a five-talent man and is using all his 
talents for God. When Dr. Schweitzer was only 
thirty years old, he had achieved three times as much 
as many great men achieve in a lifetime. I mean he was 
world-famous in three fields. He was a great theolo-
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gian, a great philosopher, and a great musician. He 
had written books on all these subjects—books that are 
considered works of authority. Such honorary de­
grees as doctor of philosophy, doctor of theology, 
doctor of music, doctor of literature, and many other 
like honors had been given him. Great crowds came 
to hear him lecture and to play the organ.
Then, after lecturing to others and being a 
great teacher in the university, he became a student 
again, and for six years worked day and night, often 
stopping only to eat a hasty meal, in order to prepare 
himself to be a doctor. Then, with his bride, Helene, 
Dr. Schweitzer went to the African jungle to begin 
his new work as a missionary doctor, preacher, and 
teacher. He began with nothing but hardships and 
problems. His first operations were performed in a 
chicken coop, for that was the only building to he 
had. The natives looked at hint as a miracle man. 
They said: “He can kill a sick man, cut his stomach 
open, take out the devil that caused the disease, and 
then brin? him back to life aefain.” Of course, they 
did not know about anaesthetics and operations. But 
Dr. Schweitzer always told them why he was working 
there in Africa, and he continues to tell them—that it is 
because of the story of Jesus. He preaches and teaches 
as he doctors their bodies that they may know about 
God and His love.
If such a thing is possible, Dr. Schweitzer has 
worked even harder in Africa than he did in Europe. 
He is not only doctor and preacher, but he does what­
ever needs to be done. Sometimes he must be carpen-
z
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ter or architect, or the foreman of a work gang. 
Sometimes he must act as a judge to decide a dispute. 
He must also be a teacher, and always he is a counselor 
and friend. Then, with all this endless work, he con­
tinues his study of philosophy and theology, and is 
writing a monumental book on modem civilization. 
Besides all this, he keeps in practice on his piano 
(which is lined with zinc to keep out the ants), for 
he must go back to Europe occasionally and give con­
certs to raise money to continue his work in the mis­
sion hospital!
So this man who was already three times great, 
turned his back on all his greatness to follow Christ’s 
commission as a missionary to the poor African Ne­
groes, living in superstition, fear, filth, and ignorance. 
L’nlike the Rich Young Ruler, who turned away sor­
rowful when Jesus told him to sell all and follow Him, 
Dr. Schweitzer did as Jesus commanded. His friends 
told him he was foolish to leave home and go to live 
in the jungle. They tried to persuade him to stay in 
Europe, but Dr. Schweitzer said in his deeds what 
Peter said in words to the high priest and officials who 
had imprisoned him for healing a lame man in Christ’s 
name: “Whether it is right in the sight of God to 
hearken unto you rather than unto God, judge ye: for 
we cannot but speak the things which we saw and 
heard.” *
I think the author of the article in the maga­
zine was right when he called Dr. Schweitzer a great 
man, because he is great by the standard which Jesus
* Acts 4:19
. AMBASSADORS FOR CHRIST
We are ambassadors therefore on be­
half of Christ— II Corinthians 5:20.
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used to test greatness. He is probably the greatest man 
living, for he is so greatly talented and has dedicated 
all his talents to God’s will.
Remember what Jesus said about greatness: 
“He that is greatest among you shall be your servant.” 
Yes, greatness, in the Christian meaning of the word, 
is not getting people to bow down to you and do you 
honor. True greatness is in sendee to those in need, 
and the greatest man is the man who serves the most 
in Christ’s name.
It was the great day of the national convention 
when the missionaries were to be presented and com­
missioned as they went forth to their various fields of 
sendee in China, India, Japan, Africa, and other parts 
of the world. Forty-three new missionaries were 
ready to go, and some fifty missionaries on furlough, 
together with quite a number of nationals from Burma, 
India, Assam, the Philippines and China, were there to 
greet them and send them on their way with their 
blessing.
Missionaries are always radiant and happy, with 
a joy that goes down so deep nothing seems to change 
their cheerfulness.’ Sometimes we have a feeling of 
pity for these preachers and teachers who go to
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strange, distant lands to share the gospel of Christ 
with people living in ignorance of God’s love. We 
think of the sacrifices they make in leaving their homes 
and their country and exchanging the conveniences 
and comfort of our civilization for the poverty, the 
filth, and the discomforts of the Orient. We fail to 
remember that happiness is not a matter of pretty sur­
roundings and easy living, but rather a feeling that 
comes inside when we know we are doing God’s will 
and being really helpful in carrying out His plans. 
Why shouldn’t the missionaries be happy when they 
go to their distant fields to comfort the sorrowing peo­
ple, “To give unto them a garland for ashes, the oil 
of joy for mourning, the garment of praise for the 
spirit of heaviness.” * That is the way the prophet 
Isaiah puts it, and that is a true picture of the mission 
of the missionaries.
Paul puts it in other terms: “We are ambassa­
dors therefore on behalf of Christ.” An ambassador 
is a person who represents the ruler of one country in 
the court of another country. A missionary is an am­
bassador of Christ, representing the Kingdom of God 
in the country where his mission field is located. Al­
though he learns the language of the foreign country 
to which he goes, he teaches the people another lan­
guage too, a language which is universally understood, 
which expresses itself by actions rather than by words: 
the language of Love.
Being an ambassador for Christ is an important 
position to fill and it takes a great deal of skill and
* Isaiah 61:3
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ingenuity. One day, in a church meeting, after a mis­
sionary had spoken, a member of the congregation 
asked how the missionary went about his work: just 
what did he do all day long, anyway? The answer 
was rather surprising. First of all, the missionary ob­
served the life of the people, saw what was needed to 
make their lives happier, and began at once to make 
himself useful. For instance, he taught the children 
interesting games to play, told them stories of God’s 
love, and showed them pictures of Jesus going about 
helping people. He taught the fathers and mothers 
about Jesus too, and showed them how to grow better 
crops and raise better chickens and pigs. In fact, he 
found their pigs and chickens so scrawny and poor 
they were of little food value, so he sent to America 
and got some of the best breeds of pigs and chickens. 
The natives called these “Christian” pigs and chickens 
because the Christian missionary brought them and 
they were so much better than their own. The mis­
sionary also got good seed and helped the farmers to 
grow different crops so they could have one kind one 
year and another the next, or a variety in different 
fields or plots.
The missionary’s wife taught the women to 
sew and cook different kinds of dishes and told them 
how to feed their children more nourishing foods. 
Most of the children were spindly and weak and 
needed cod liver oil and milk and vitamins to make 
them strong.
So not all the missionary’s work is preaching. 
Fie is kept busy doing more kinds of jobs than we
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could imagine, and every day brings something new 
to be attended to. There is no time for loafing and no 
trouble finding plenty to do. In fact, the work is never 
finished, the need is so great and the helpers so few.
It seems to me that the work of the missionary 
demands greater skill and ability than any other field 
of Christian service. The missionary cannot call on 
others around him to help as Christian leaders in our 
country do. Of course, he trains helpers, but in the 
bemnnimi he must do most of the work himself and, 
in addition, show others how to do it. Missionary 
doctors, for instance, must often train all their nurses, 
for there are no trained nurses to be found and no 
schools or hospitals where they can be trained. The 
same is true of the work in the Sunday school. The 
missionary must begin as the teacher of all the classes 
until he can have time to train teachers for the differ­
ent groups, and this takes years of patient effort.
But there are helpers for the missionaries—at 
a distance. You know the word “missionary” means 
“one sent.” The Christians in the home churches are 
the ones who send out the missionaries in Christ’s 
name, and like the men who man the pumps when a 
diver goes down into the deep water, so we hold the 
line for the missionaries when they go to distant lands. 
We help to make their mission a success, for we make 
it possible for them to have support and equipment 
and all the things they need to carry on their work 
successfully.
I like to think that we are in partnership with 
ail the missionaries, wherever they are working. Right
FAITH IS BELIEVING
Fear not, only believe.—Mark 5:>6.
Faith is believing. Christian faith is believing in 
Christ and putting our confidence in Him. One of the 
beautiful stories of the recorded life of Jesus is His 
raising of Jairus’ daughter. Jairus, a ruler of the syna­
gogue, came to Jesus as He taught the multitude by 
the sea and, falling at His feet, said: “My little daugh-
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now we can help hold the line for them by investing 
our money in the missionary cause. Later, we can be 
of much greater help by preparing ourselves in train­
ing to take our places by their side on the mission field. 
Yes, I am sure God is calling many of you boys and 
girls to become ambassadors for him in some distant 
land. It will be many years before you can set sail, but 
you can begin now to get ready. That means that at 
school and in the church you will be studying and 
practicing as an apprentice in training, so that you will 
learn the things you need to know and develop your 
talents for Christian leadership.
Let us never think of our missionaries as far 
away. They should always be close to us in our inter­
est and in our prayers. We should be close to them 
in every helpful way, even in our planning to stand 
with them some day in service, shoulder to shoulder, 
if God calls us to be an Ambassador for Him.
Faith Is Believing 147
ter is at the point of death: I pray thee, that thou 
come and lay thy hands on her, that she may be made 
whole, and live.”
Jesus started with Jairus toward his home, but 
even as they were walking along, some messengers 
came running from jairus’ house, saying, “Thy daugh­
ter is dead: why troublcst thou the Teacher any 
further?” But Jesus said to Jairus: “Fear not, only 
believe.” Then He went to Jairus’ home and into the 
room where the little girl was lying. He asked all 
the weeping people to leave the room, and then He 
took the girl by the hand and said to her: “Damsel, I 
say unto thee, Arise.” And she arose and walked and 
was well again. Jairus did believe in the power of 
Jesus, and his faith was justified as Jesus saved the life 
of his little twelve-year old daughter.
Faith is the same today as it was yesterday, and 
boys and girls can have faith just as well as can adults. 
A story from across rhe ocean, from the days of the 
recent World War, will illustrate what I mean and 
perhaps help us understand our text.
Marie could only faintly remember her own 
home. It seemed to be a long way off, both in distance 
and in time. She could only remember one terrible 
day, when there were noises louder than any fire­
crackers she had ever heard, and everyone was wildly 
excited and people were running in all directions. She 
knew now, because she had been told all about it, 
that several bombs had been dropped from German 
planes on the little town where she lived with her 
mother and father, and that many houses had been
■
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blown to pieces and many people killed. This much 
she could remember: her mother had hurriedly gath­
ered up all her dresses and things she would need and 
taken her in a bus, with many other mothers and 
children, out from their town into the country. There 
they found a large, rambling farmhouse and a very 
friendly lady, who took all the boys and girls into her 
big home to keep them safe from the bombs that 
might again fall on their little town.
Marie remembered how she had told her 
mother good-by and how she had wanted to go back 
home with her instead of staying at the big farmhouse, 
but mother had insisted that it was not safe back home 
and so, with tears in her eyes, Marie had waved 
good-by and seen her mother ride away in the bus.
Days at the big farmhouse were happy days, 
though. Mother La Salle was the lady who greeted 
the children that first day when they arrived in the 
bus, and she proved to be a wonderful mother indeed. 
She was so kind to all the children and was always so 
cheerful and helpful. She knew so many interesting 
things to do and games to play, and could tell stories 
by the hour. Sometimes planes flew over the farm, 
and when the children heard the motors they were 
frightened, but Mother La Salle would always suggest 
an interesting game to play, and soon they would for­
get all about the planes and the noise of the motors. 
It was fun to sit down for lunch or dinner at the long 
table. They always thanked God for His goodness 
and prayed that the war would end and all be peace­
ful and happy again. They talked and laughed and
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sang around the table, for it was a big family of chil­
dren—about two dozen in all.
One day, some little time after news came that 
the awful war was over and boys and girls could play 
without fear and airplanes in the sky did not carry 
bombs to drop and explode, a jolly gentleman came to 
the farm, and in no time at all the children were call­
ing him “Uncle Billy” and thinking of him as a mem­
ber of the family. He stayed several days and talked 
often with Mother La Salle and with the boys and 
girls. Many of the boys and girls had gone back home 
by now, for their fathers and mothers had come to 
take them away. Marie wondered why her father and 
mother did not come for her, but when she asked 
Mother La Salle she always said: “Dear, we will just 
have to wait and see.” But Mother La Salle was so 
kind and good that Marie did not mind waiting at all. 
Uncle Billy talked about a great country far away 
over the ocean called America. He told how big the 
country was and how beautiful, and said none of its 
homes had been bombed and none of its cities de­
stroyed. He also said that there were many fathers 
and mothers in America who wanted to share their 
homes with boys and girls from France and England 
and other countries where the war had done so much 
damage. In fact, Uncle Billy told so many wonderful 
stories about America that all the boys and girls hoped 
they could some day go to America and perhaps visit 
the homes of the kind people Uncle Billy knew so 
well.
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Uncle Billy had to go away about a week later, 
but he promised to come back, and even promised 
that he might take some of the children to America 
with him and find them fathers and mothers over 
there. Marie thought a lot about what Uncle Billy 
had said, and began to hope that she might be one of 
the children to £o to that distant land.
So it was like the fulfillment of a dream or a 
fond wish when Uncle Billy came back and an­
nounced that Marie was one of the children invited 
to go with him to America. He told also of the father 
and mother whom she had never seen but who would 
be willing to share their beautiful home with her in 
that land across the ocean. Marie began to try to 
imagine what these fine people looked like and what 
they would say to her and what their home would be 
like, and all day long she would think about America 
and her new family and home, and often she would 
talk it all over with God in prayer.
Mother La Salle helped Marie pack her clothes 
in a little suitcase, but when she came to say good-by 
it was very hard to go. She wanted to go to America 
and meet her new parents, but she did not want to 
leave Mother La Salle and her big farm home in 
France. But Uncle Billy was always so jolly, and he 
hurried her off and said of course she would be coming 
back some of these days to visit Mother La Salle, and 
she must run so as not to miss the train.
That train trip was a great journey for Marie, 
for she had never been on a train before. But the big 
ship was even more wonderful, and it would take so
I
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much time to tell you all about it that we would need 
to sit up all night to finish the story, so I am going to 
jump right over the ocean with Marie and tell you 
about her landing in the harbor of New York City.
As she looked down from the deck of the big- ,
ship and saw all the crowd of men and women, she 
wondered and wondered which were to be her new 
mother and father. Finally the ship was docked and 
the passengers went off the gangplank and soon Uncle 
Billy was introducing Marie to her new parents. How 
handsome her new daddy was! And how beautiful 
her new mother was! And how kind they were as 
they both took her up and hugged her and told her 
how happy they were to see her and to take her to 
their home to live. Another little girl was standing 
there, and Marie wanted to know who she was, but 
she did not think she should ask questions. Then her 
new mother explained. “And this is your new sister, 
Susan,” she said. What a happy ending to a beautiful 
dream: not only a handsome father and a lovely 
mother, but a darling sister almost her own age! It 
was just too good to be true—but it was true.
Uncle Billy came to see Marie a few days later 
in her happy new home and as he sat there and talked 
with her new father and mother and told them what 
a splendid girl Marie was, he added: “She has a great 
faith too, for never a moment did she doubt the story 
I told her about you and her new home in America. 
Faith, you know,” he said to Marie, “is just believing.”
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ONLY GOD CAN DO IT
With men it is impossible, but not with God: for 
all things are possible with God— Mark 10:27.
There are many things you and i can do, but the 
most important things in our lives we cannot do, that 
is, not by ourselves. Only God can do them, but, 
happily, He asks us to help Him do them.
Up in northern iVIichigan, at Sault Ste. Marie 
(usually called just “Soo”), there are two canals, with 
five great locks, through which lake ships loaded with 
iron ore, copper, oil, coal, lumber, and many other 
products, pass steadily hour after hour, day and night, 
through the eight months of the year that these waters 
are navigable. It is said that more tonnage passes 
through the Soo canals than through all the other 
canals in the world combined. In the summer time as 
many as one hundred ships will pass through the 
canals in twenty-four hours. It is an interesting sight 
to see the ships go through the locks, and every year 
many visitors go to Sault Ste. Marie just to see this 
unusual spectacle. In the winter months the ice makes 
the waterways impassable for shipping, but when 
spring comes the ships again sail the Great Lakes.
The reason for the locks is to provide elevators 
for the ships passing between Lake Superior and Lake 
Huron. You see, Lake Superior is twenty feet higher 
than Lake Huron, and the St. Mary’s river flows from
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Lake Superior to Lake Huron, leaping and skipping in 
little falls and rapids. A ship going from Lake Huron 
to Lake Superior must be lifted up twenty feet. A 
ship going from Lake Superior to Lake Huron must be 
lowered twenty feet.
Now, no man or group of men could possibly 
lift a great lake steamer, even if it were on solid 
ground, and that feat would be much more difficult 
with the ship in the water. Really, it is impossible for 
man to lift those great ships, but what is impossible 
with man is easy for God. However, God asks man 
to help him do it. So man builds the locks with their 
gates that swing open and closed to allow the water to 
fill or empty the lock where the ship has been en­
closed. Then God uses the water to lift the ship easily 
and gracefully to the higher level, or to lower the ship 
to the lower level. God also provides man with the 
power to open and close the great gates, for the elec­
tric current is generated by turbines driven by the 
power of the falls.
So we must say that only God can control the 
forces of nature.
There is another realm where man must wait 
on God to use His power. That is with growing 
plants. Many of you have planted gardens and tended 
them and watched them grow. I heard of a small boy 
who was very fond of candy bars, ice cream and 
suckers. He did not get as many of these goodies as 
he wished, so he decided to have his own production 
plants. He spaded a section in the back yard and 
buried some candy wrappers, ice cream cone tips,
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and sucker sticks. He covered them with dirt and 
watered them and came out early next day to see if 
candy trees, ice cream cone bushes, and candy sucker 
vines were starting to grow.
Of course, all of us know that this little boy 
was bound to be disappointed. We also know that 
none of us can “grow” anything. All we can do is 
to spade the soil, plant good seed, cultivate and water 
our garden, and wait for God to perform a miracle. 
It really is a miracle when a tiny seed sprouts and 
grows into a plant and produces vegetables or fruit. 
We are so accustomed to miracles of this kind that we 
think nothing of them, but right here in our gardens 
is a demonstration of what is impossible with man but 
entirely possible with God. Only God can make 
things grow and bear flowers and fruit.
There are many places where we find our lim­
itations and know that only God can do what needs 
to be done, but we will consider just one other im­
portant work of God. I wonder if you have ever had 
your mother say to you what Walter’s mother said to 
him the other day. “Walter,” she said, “why is it you 
are always getting into trouble and doing what vou 
ought not to be doing? Why can’t you be a good 
boy?” Now, Walter was entirely truthful when he 
replied: “Mother, I don’t know; I just can’t be good.”
No one can be good all by himself. Goodness 
is from God and only God can make us good. That 
is what Jesus told His disciples after the rich young 
ruler had asked him about eternal life and gone away 
sorrowful because he was not willing to sell all his
THINGS THAT LAST
Now abideth faith, hope, love, these three: and 
the greatest of these is love.—I Corinthians 13:13.
In the thirteenth chapter of First Corinthians, 
that prose poem which is one of the best known chap­
ters in the entire Bible, Paul makes a contrast between 
things that pass away and things that last forever. 
Among the things that pass away are prophecies, 
tongues, and knowledge.
I suppose there are more prophets in the world 
today making prophecies in more different fields than
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goods and give the money to the poor. Jesus said it 
was impossible for a rich man to enter the kingdom 
of heaven (by his own goodness). It is just as impos­
sible for a poor man, or a wise man, or an ignorant 
man. Only God can save men. Only God can make 
men good.
But just as in the case of the canal locks and 
the garden, God asks us to do our part. He asks each 
of us to come to Him and say: “Here am I, Lord. 
Take me and use me to your glory.” If we give our­
selves in dedication to Him, He will use our hands, our 
feet, our tongues, to do wonderful things for Him. 
By His grace we can build fine Christian character. 
Without Him he can do nothing, for “with men it is 
impossible, but not with God: for all things are pos­
sible with God.”
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ever before in history. The prophet in Bible times 
was a prophet of religious events. Today there are 
prophets in every line of people’s interest. For in­
stance, there arc weather prophets, sports prophets, 
business prophets, and political prophets. People want 
to know who will be the pennant winner in the World 
Series next year. They want to know if we will have 
sunshine or rain tomorrow. Business men want to 
know whether prices will go up or down next month. 
People generally are interested to know what is going 
to happen in the world during the next year.
Paul was right, though, in saying that proph­
ecies “shall be done away.” A prophecy is of no value 
after the time comes and we know the facts. Who 
cares to look at a prediction about the outcome of the 
Rose Bowl game when he has listened to the game by 
radio and knows which football team won? The same 
is true of all the other prophecies. We arc interested 
in them before a thing is decided, but after we know 
what happened we do not care what the prediction 
may have been.
Then Paul speaks of knowledge and says it too 
shall be done away. You see, our knowledge is always 
partial. We do not know all the truth. We know just 
a little of it. Every year we are learning more, and 
sometimes when we learn new facts our old theories 
are disproved and we must go back and change our 
ideas. When I went to school scientists talked about 
the atom but they did not know it could be split. 
That is a very recent accomplishment. Since the atom
4
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has been split, all the science books must be revised 
and rewritten, because that fact changes many of the 
ideas that men taught years ago. The school text­
books must be changed to square with the new facts 
that have been learned. So again Paul is right: knowl­
edge shall be done away as new knowledge is dis­
covered and more truth is known.
One of Paul’s most interesting statements is 
about tongues. He says: “Whether there be tongues, 
they shall cease.” I think he is referring to languages. 
Do you know that many, many languages that were 
once used by great nations of people are no longer 
even understood by anyone in the world today? We 
call Latin a “dead” language, but scholars can easily 
read and write Latin. There are other languages that 
no scholar can read or speak, but there are also lan­
guages that were “dead” for years, but are now under­
stood and translated, so that all who wish can know 
about them.
We might mention two such languages. For 
many years travelers in Egypt saw those peculiar 
structures we know as the pyramids, sphinxes, and 
obelisks. On these monuments were peculiar pictures 
that looked very much as if a school boy had carved 
them. People thought these pictures might be writing 
in a language no longer known, that not even a 
scholar could read. Then one day (in 181’8) a French 
engineer dug up a black granite slab when he was do­
ing some work near Rosetta, at the mouth of the Nile 
Raver. This stone was about three and a half feet long
found by Dr. Henry C.
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and two and a half wide. In addition to the pictures 
carved on it, it had two other kinds of writing, one of 
which was old-fashioned Greek. Now scholars could 
read the Greek, and they got the idea that the three 
writings were the same story and that the Greek might 
give them a key to an understanding of the other two 
languages. This is exactly what happened. The 
French scholar Champollion read the Greek and then 
worked at the puzzle of the other two languages until 
he was able to translate them too. Today we call the 
black stone the Rosetta Stone, from which scholars 
learned to read the picture stories, or hieroglyphics, 
carved on the Egyptian monuments.
Another story of a dead language being 
brought to life comes from Mesopotamia. Archeol­
ogists found buried cities there. Digging near Mosul, 
on the upper Tigris river, a man named Botta un­
earthed a great palace, which was later discovered to 
be the palace of Sargon, the great Assyrian king who 
reigned seven hundred years before the birth of Christ. 
This must have been one of the most elegant buildings 
ever built. It covered twenty-five acres of ground and 
was very elaborately ornamented. Another man, an 
English scholar, later unearthed the palace of Senna­
cherib, another great Assyrian king. In these palaces 
were many tablets carrying peculiar wedge-shaped 
characters that were supposed to be a written lan­
guage, but no one could read them. No living person 
knew such a language.
Then a “key” was
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Rawlinson. Though an Englishman, he was serving 
as an officer in the Persian army. One day he dis­
covered a hill of solid stone where the face of a cliff 
had been smoothed off ; on it inscriptions were carved 
in three languages. One of these languages was old 
Persian. Dr. Rawlinson could read the Persian, and 
from that clue he was able to figure out the words of 
the other two writings. So the story of the buried 
civilization was read and told to the world. Paul was 
right again. Whole civilizations, as well as nations, 
and the very languages they speak and write pass 
away. Tongues cease.
Those are things that do not last. Paul’s whole 
purpose in talking about prophecies, knowledge, and 
tongues is to remind us that there are some things that 
never cease and never pass away. They continue on 
forever and they are the things worth while. He fin­
ishes his chapter with the words: “But now abideth 
faith, hope, love, these three: and the greatest of these 
is love.”
You see, these things are the same in any lan­
guage. A baby cannot talk or understand words, but 
a baby can understand a mother’s love. Hope and 
faith are in the same class. Neither pass away, for both 
are always looking toward the future, a future that is 
timeless. Both keep reaching forward, so of course 
they cannot end, for they are always moving ahead. 
But love is the greatest of all. Love was great in Jesus’ 
day. It has not lost any of its value during those 2,000 
years. It is the greatest thing we know, for God Him-
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self is love. The love we feel is God’s love for us. 
and the love we give is His love reflected from our 
hearts like sunlight reflected from a mirror.
Since these facts are true, let us “lay hold” on 
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Dr. Fischbach is the author of .. 
(new book entitled "Sermonettcs for 
Boys and Girls." which is a collec­
tion of sermons preached tn the jun­
ior congregation. The Fleming II.
Revell company of New York 
•publishers of the book, which is soon 
■ to be released.
This ia Dr. Fischbach’s third book 
in the field of sermon talks to chil­
dren. The two previous books were 
"Squaring Up." and "Story Sermons 
for Boys and Girls.”
Dr. Fischbach has received nation­
al recognition in the field of min­
istry to the children of the church.
Besides being the author of three 
books, Dr. Fischbach has written 
several magazine articles for re­
ligious publications dealing with the 
parent-child relationship.
In his own denomination, the 
Northern Baptist, he is a member 
of the national committee on ju­
venile protection.
\jLLHS FISCHBACH | 
| WRITES HEW BOOK 
J Dr. Julius Fischbach, native of
Huntington and pastor of the First 
Baptist Church of Lansing, Mich.,| 
is the author of a new book, “Ser-: 
imonettes For Boys and Girls,” pub­
lished by Fleming H. Revell Co. of 
New York. Dr. Fischbach is a son! 
of Mrs Mary Fischbach, 1412 Sixth : 
Avenue.
PASTOR’S NEW BOOK
Fleming H. Revell, publishers of 
New York, announce the publication 
of Dr. Fischbach’s new book of ser­
mons to the junior congregation. It 
is titled, ‘‘SERMON ETTES FOR 
BOYS AND GIRLS”. We understand 
it is to be released to the stores this 
week, and will be on the book stands 
at Knapp’s, The Bible Nook, and Elli­
son’s. These are the story sermons 
you have heard rather recently as the 
pastor has spoken to the boys and 
, girls of our congregation on Sunday 
mornings.
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